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DORA MYRL, THE LADY DETECTIVE 

' A Sherlock Holmes in petticoats, pretty, refined, and piquant. . . . Where is this 
.jider to he found 7 She is Dora MjrrI, the lady detective. . . . When a learned K.C 
beguiles his leisure with detective stories, we naturally expect something different from 
tlie ordinary result, and we are not disappointed. . . . The adorable Dora b quite a new 
kind of detective, and a distinct improvement on her predecessors.'— Morning Lbadbk. 

' Dora Myrl, we have no heutaticm in saying it, was one of the most remarkable 
specimens of new womanhood ever evolved in modem or ancient fiction. At the age 
of eighteen she was ahready a Cambridge Wrangler ; by twenty she had completed her 
medical education, given up medical ^ctice^ and successively occupied the posts of 
telespraph girl, tel^^one girl, and lady journalist. Fortunately for the reading puUic, 
she found her true vocation wlule actii^ as a companicm to a weak*minded matron, who 
was being blackmailed by an unscruj^ulous nurse, and thenceforth leapt into a lawe and 
lucrative practice^ Her methods, as illustrated by a dozen of the cases on which she was 
profesaonally employed, might be described as intuitive. She was an adept at disguises, 
and could pose with equal success as a lady palmist, a messenger boy, or a dapper little 
Frenchman. . . . Its simplicity and vivaaty are irre^tible.' — Spectator. 

' A series of mjrsteries of the most ingenious kind. The author has a curious faculty 
of puzzling the r^uler, and of keeping his interest on tip-toe up to the last page, some- 
times even to the last line. . . . No reader who loves a story for the story's suce could 
take up this book without reading it from end to end.'— Freeman's Journal. 

' The plots are original, and the dialogue is bright and crisp ; they show keen obser- 
vation and equally keen wit. . . . Dora Myrl, in short, is a young lady of merit and 
of more than ordinary charm.'— World. 

* Mr. Bodkin is a a4>ital writer of detective st<»ries, and we can conscientioudy 
promise his readers a most enjoyable evening in following Dora Myrl in her unravelling 
c^ clever plots. . . . There is a gentle current of spontaneous wit— the natural posses- 
rion of an ** Irish" author— which makes the reading of "Dora Myrl" a double 
pleasure.'— Weekly Register. 

' Brightly written and ingenious little detective stories. Dora is really a very 
natural and charming little person. . . . They are hum(»x)us, and pleasantly told.'— 
County Gentleman. 

' The stories are spirited and vivacious.'— Daily News. 

' Miss Dora Myrl is a charmine young lady. . . . There is considerable interest in 
the stories, and any one who b fond of detective literature might read many worse 
books than this.'— Public Opinion. 

' Mr. Bodkin's stories have a character of their own, and possess the supreme merit 
of being extremely readable throughout.'— Northern Whig. 

' Besides intuition. Dora Myrl has the gift of prompt and decidve action, and to 
this we owe the best tning in the book, a climax to one of the stories that is as clever as 
it is unexpected.'— Speaker. 

' Mr. Bodkin, a well-known practitioner in Dublin, is certainly among the most 
successful of the many writers of to-day who deal with this class of fiction ; and his 
collected narratives provide some capital light reading.'— Athen^bum. 

*Mr. Bodkin's detective st<Mries are very clever, they hold the reader's closest 
attention, and they have the further merit of being entirely free from the repellent 
features that too often characterise this class of fiction. —Cork Examiner. 

' " Dora Myrl" is agreeably written. The author has an easy literary stride ; the 
stories show considerable ingenuity.'— Vanity Fair . 

' Mr. Bodkin gives us a dozen illustrations of Miss Dora's cleverness, all of them 
ast<mishing and full (^entertsunment.'— Daily Chronicle. 

' Both entertaining and amusing.' —Liverpool Post. 

London: CHATTO & WINDUS, in St. Martin's Lane, W.C. 
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SHILLELAGH AND SHAMROCK 

' Mr. Bodkm has Uoped again the hogshead (about the tice of the islaiid) of Irish 
liin. ... It proves to be as fresh and as stimulating as ever. The K.C is not only 
fortunate in inventing (or discovering) his stories ; he tells them adnurably.'— Punch. 

'Delifl^itful reading. Eadi is racy of the soil and characteristic of the Irish people^ 
their recklessness, generosity, wit, warm-heartedness, and dare-devilry are findv and 
sympathetically described. . . . Some of these stories are intensely amusing, and none 
of them are more so than those in which Irish wit and ingenuity circumvent the law, or 
what stands for it. ... A volume that is so ridi in glowing wcident and real humour 
that it b a thorough treat to read. '-—Glasgow Hbrald. 

' The stories are capital— well told, straight to the point, and that in every case a 
point worth making. There is a laugh in every chapter, and very neariy a smile on 
everypaee.'— Manchbstbr Guardian. 

' The lover of Irish stories will find in this volume a selection to make his heart glad, 
fat they sparkle with humour, here and there heightened by touches of true pathos. . . . 
The reader who starts b sure to keep the volume nandy until he has finished.' 

Lloyd's Wbbkly Newspaper. 

' To say that the tales are thoroughly characteristic of Irish life by a man who can 
tell a story with force, point, wit, and a masterly command of the dialect of Kary and 
Connaught and of Dubun and oi Cork, b to say that the volume b a treat whidi will 
be heartily relished. A notable feature b the variety that tempts die reader to devour 
the book at a sitting. . . . The nathos of some of the tales is affecting; the rollicking 
fun of the minority b delightnil ; and the richly flavoured Irish humour that runs 
through them all b fiwcinatiiig. —Scotsman. 

' Bright, lively, rollicking Irish stories, with a savour of Lever's writins about them. 
. . . The characters have a purely Irish sense of fun. . . . '* Shillelagh and Shamrock " 
should be popular with all.'— Catholic Fireside. 

' There b not a dull page in the whole of the series of sketches which make up thb 



most entertaining book. The author gives his readers a wonderful variety. ... In a 
word, " Shillelagn and Shamrock " b enjoyable from cover to cover, and an excellent 
book to beguile away a couple of hours auring the summer holidays.' 

Dublin Evening Telegraph. 

' A volume full of cleverness.*— Week's Survey. 

' Mr. Bodkin's stories have that healthy glow and vigour, that sjrmpathy \dth Irish 
thought and humour, whidi are bound to win them approval from a hurge circle of 
readers. '—PuBUSHERs' Circular. 

* Mr. Bodkin knows how to tell a story, and the whole collection well repays the 
reader.'— Monthly Register. 

' One of the most racy volumes of its kind we have come across for a \<ak^ time. . . . 
The humour b of the rollicking kind <Mie b accustomed to associate with all that 
appertains to the Emerald Isle ; but the stories are not all of thb description, and 
several of them are full of pathos. Mr. Bodkin's volume b an ideal Irish book.' 

Birmingham Post. , 

' Mr. Bodkin has a pleasant Irish " way wid him " in telling an Irish story. He^ b 
voluble in narration, with a charm that does not desert him through pages of Irish 
conversations.'— Daily Chronicle. 

' Told in excellent spirit and style. There are no dull pages in Mr.^ Bodkin's 
chronicles. When he b not humorous he b gruesome, and oocasicmally he b both.' — 
Bookman. 

' A delightful book to dip into, full of humour and incident, with an occasional touch 
of pathos, and never a halt or a dull moment from start to finish.'— Morning Leader. 

^ A very charming set of stories. . . . Mr. Bodkin has most amu^g tales to tell 
which we can recommend for as strong a fit of the blues as was ever experienced; There 
b>iot a word too much in any of the stories, nor the slightest indication of padding. He 
b always amusing and witty, and hb " Shillelagh and Sbamrodc" b a treasure worth 
keeping.'— Chic. 

'^A collection of excellently told Irish tales, racy of the soil of the country.'— Truth. 
\ * Capital stories, full of ga . . . They are written with the genuine rollicking Irish 
humour of which we hear ss much and get so little. Incidentally Mr. Bodkin paints 
many pathetic piaures.'— Candid Friend. 

LONDON: CHATTO & WINDUS, III St. Martin's Lane, W.C. 
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PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

I 

HOW PATSEY RAFFLED THE MILCH COW 

As a small boy in the small town of Killclogher 
in the West of Ireland, I first heard the exploits 
of • Patsey the Omadaun/ There was a tailor's 
shop in the town, where three men sat cross-legged 
on a table and stitched and talked the busy hours 
away. 

The room was a low-roofed garret, the table 
of rough deal, the air moist and stufTy, with the 
smell of the cloth that steamed under the hot 
* goose.' The needles went swift and restless all 
day long, and under those quick fingers the rough 
cloth shaped itself miraculously into rough gar- 
ments. But quicker and more restlessly than their 
needles their tongues went 

Old Peter Rattigan, of the fat, yellow face, the 
thick lips, and the small, twinkling, humorous eyes, 

B 
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2 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

was a born story-teller; and Darby Fathy and 
little Mickey Costigan could ' hould their own/ as 
they modestly expressed it, in most companies. 

The stories were the strangest jumble of the 
impossible and the commonplace— of fairies, and 
kings, and princes, and the ordinary folk to be 
met with at fair and market — of simplicity and 
cunning, of wild adventure, and of everyday life ; 
all told with an absolute good faith that enforced 
belief in the mind of an imaginative child. 

Homer or Shakespeare had never a more atten* 
tive or admiring auditor than had Peter Rattigan, 
the story-teller, in my ten-year-oM self. His 
stories were a bewildering delight to me. I would 
* mitch ' from school-^tliat was nothing ; I would 
abandon the playground when the game was at 
its keenest, trout-fishing in the river, bird's-nesting 
in the woods, just to sit cross-l^[ged on the table 
in that stuffy garret, and listen reverently to the 
adventures ,pf ' Patsey the Omadaun ' from the 
lips of old Peter Rattigan. . 

Up ,t0f this hour * Patsiey the Omadaun * is to 
me a beipg mcM-e real and fascinating than Robin- 
son Crusoe ; but I can hardly hope to convey any 
of that fascination to others. The quaint phrases, 
the mellow brogue, the smack of the thick lips, the 
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HOW PATSEY RAFFLED THE COW 3 

twinkle of the humorous tyes which lent life to 
the stories of Peter Rattigan, are wanting. Yet I 
would fain persuade myself that the characteristic 
humour of some of Patsey's exploits has not 
wholly evaporated in my bald translation. 

I well remember the first appearance of Patsey 
die Omadaun in the l^ends of Peter Rattigan. 
On a fine summer's day I had basely deserted a 
cricket match in which I was in honour bound to 
&g out, for the stuffy tailor's garret 

* You're heartily welcome, sonny,' said Peter— 
I think Peter was flattered by enthusiasm — * why 
d(m't you wipe a clane spot with the ould breeche$ 
for Master Watty, Mickey Costigan. What kind 
of an omadaun are you at all at all ? ' 

.'Sure I'm wipin' it me best, and there's no 
need for you to be goin' on that wa)rs, callin* 
people out of their names. I'm no omadaun, I 
tell you that plain, Peter Rattigan, nor anyone 
belongin' to me, what's more.' 

* Indeed, then, now it's yourself that's particular. 
Omadaun inagh ! 'Troth thim that's better than 
ever you war or will be was proud of the name. 
Listen here tp me now. Did ye ever hear tell of 
Patsey the Omadaun ? ' 

None of us ever heard tell of Patsey the 

Ba 
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4 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

Omadaun. The name struck on our attentive ears 
for the first time. Whether he had revived that 
moment in Peter's memory or was bom in his 
imagination, to this hour I cannot telL 

'He didn't live in this parish, nor the next 
parish to it,' Peter began, his voice dropping at 
once into the swing-swong of the story-teller* 
Let me add in passing that this vague location 
was as near as we ever got to the residence of 
his hero. 'He was a fine, laughey boy to look 
at,' Peter continued without a pause, *and as 
strong as another, and the best warrant in the 
country side to lep or to hurdle, and be no manes 
backward at a dance with the girls, who med their 
own of him entirely.* 

* Where did I hear tell of him, is it? Faith, 
Mickey Costigan, emock, if ye kept your mouth shut 
and your ears open you'd be a dale better com- 
pany. 'Twas curiosity killed a cat that has nine 
lives to your wan. Fair and aisy, avic, goes far 
in the day. How did I hear tell of him ? Troth 
I like that, and him and me seventh cousins 
wanst removed be the mother's side.' 

After that there was no more questioning, 
and the current of Peter's story flowed smooth 
and easy. 
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HOW PATSEY RAFFLED THE COW 5 

* Weill as I was sayin' when that unmannerly 
gossoon tuck the word out of me mouth, Patsey 
was wake in the mind as he was strong in the 
body. The schoolmaster could get no good of 
him at all at alL He could stumble through a 
story book right enough, but the back of his hand 
he gave 'rithmetic or jorgraphy. But for all that 
he'd make no mistake in the change of a shillin', 
and he could find his way round the country blind- 
fold 

* '* Patsey the Omadaun " the neighbours called 
him when he was only a weeny little gossoon, and 
the name stuck to him first and last 

* He was as good a son as ever stepped in shoe 
leather or walked bareliit, living all be himself with 
his ould widow of a mother in a cabin that a 
dacint pig would turn up the ring in hi^ nose at 
Five acres of bad land was the length and breadth 
of the houldin', and there was nothin' to keep a bit 
to their mouths or a stitch to their backs but what 
Patsey could knock out of it with his own four 
bones and a spade.' 

* Well, me dears, the boy's mother died ; and 
after that the cow, and he near bruck his heart 
after the ould mother that was no use to him, and 
sorra hair he cared about the ould cow that he was 
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6 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

dependent on for the sup of milk and bit of butter 
to keep the life in him/ 

* ^ Sure that showed the foolishness of the 
Omadaun all out/' sakl Foxey Regan. Ye'U be 
asldn' me next who might Foxey R^;an be whin 
be was at home. Well, thin, he was nothin' but 
an ould bachelor, as wizened and wrinkled as a 
crab apple at Christmas time, and a dale bitterer 
to the taste. But he'd the neighbours under his 
thumb, for he was a gombeen man and richer nor 
the Jews, and the cutest man in them parts, and no 
one liked him, and no one dare say agin him, an' 
"thrue for you, Mr. Regan," and *• you're quite 
right, Mr. Regan," was the word out of their 
mouths, no matter what he said, good or bad. 

* Me poor Fatsey berried his mother dacint, 
and spent the last penny he had on the wake, and 
you may be sure me bould Foxey R^[an was to 
the fore drinkin' the porther and smokin' the baccy 
of the deceased with a hard word and a sour laugh 
for the livin' and the dead. 

* Well, me dear, Fatsey wint back to his work 
as if nothing had happened, and afther a while ye 
could hear him singtn' and whistlin' in the face of 
his spade as clear and sweet as a blackbird in the 
spring time. 
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HOW PATSEY RAFFLED THE COW 7 

* One cvenin* in May he had knocked off work 
and was takin' a walk be himself between the 
dusk an' die dark, when who do ye think he saw 
but purty Biddy Maguire, and she sittin' on a 
three-l^ged stool milkin' and singin' to her cow 
sweet and low as a mother sings to her sleepin' 
child, while the milk plashin' in the pail kep' 
time to the music. 

• Now, I must tell ye that purty Biddy Maguire 
was the only daughter of ould Rory Maguire, the 
strongest farmer in these parts, and a hard man to 
make or meddle with. Bedad the talk wint that 
even Foxey Regan himself couldn't get the better 
of him in a bargain. Purty Biddy Maguire had 
bright eyes of her own, and the use of them, too, 
most times. But it was a quare thing that she 
never saw light or sight of Patsey walkin' towards 
her fair and aisy up the breast of the hill with his 
back to the red sunset 

'She gave a terrible start intirely whin he 
leant over the stile and called to her in a whisper : 
**God Uess the work, Miss Maguire." Up she 
jumped from her sate, frightened-like, at the first 
wind of the word. 

• « Oh, is that you, Mr. O'Rourke ? Faith you 
near tuck the life out of me stalin' up on a body 
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8 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

that quiet Me heart is batin' yit, if you were to 
feel it" 

* She looked purtier than ever with her wan 
hand to her side, pantin' and smilin' and showin' 
a fine set of teeth, God bless thim, through a pair 
of lips that were red and smooth as the haws in 
the autumn, and a dale sweeter to taste, 'an 
maybe Fatsey thought that same to himself many 
a time, though he never let on. For a purty 
colleen * 

* Get along with your story, ye ould sinner, ye/ 
interjected Darby Fathy ; and Peter got along with 
his story. 

''*I only sed, God bless the work. Miss 
Maguire," sez Patsey. 

* " An' you too, Patgey, and that kindly," sez 
Biddy Maguire. 

* I may as well tell you now as afterwards that 
girls far and near had a great ** grab " for Patsey^ 
and, indeed, barrin' his foolishness, he was the best- 
looking boy in them parts. 

' Purty Biddy Maguire's voice was soft as a 
courtin' pigeon's in the spring time when she 
answered him back, and her eyes looked into his 
as she spoke. Her's were dark blue, like the 
flowers hidin' in the bank, and his were light blue, 
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HOW PATSEY RAFFLED THE COW 9 

like the summer sky overhead, and that was all 
the differ between them. 

* ** That's a fine laughey cow you are milkin', 
Miss Maguire," sez Patsey the next minute. 

* " Faix, ye may well say that, Patsey ; me dad 
bought her last Saturday week at the fair of Killa* 
nail, and there's not her equal for milk in the 
whole country-side. Thirty quarts of milk a day 
she gives, not a tint less. But sure, ye can't see 
her right at all at all from the far side of the stile." 

^ With that me bowld Patsey put one hand on 
the pillar of the stile and lept it clane and clever, 
though it was very near as tall as himself. 

'Biddy stood up from her stool to welcome 
him. There was a blush on her cheek and a sly 
look out of the comer of her eyes that might 
warm the heart of a wheelbarrow. 

* For all that she was in a fine calico dress, and 
him in his rags, they were as fine a couple as ever 
sat courtin' on a summer's evenin', with no wan to 
keep an eye on them but an ould milch cow. 
Maybe that same thought was in the colleen's head 
at the time. Who is it can tell what the colleens 
does be thinkin' about? 

'But Patsey kep' on never mindin', and had 
eyes only for the cow instead of the colleen. 
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10 PATSEY THE OMADAON 

Faith, if he never aimed this name of the Oma- 
daun before that, he aimed it thin. 

' ** It's a fine baste intirely, Miss Maguire/' was 
all he*d to say for himself 

' *' It's yerself ought to be a good judge of 
brate bastes, Mr. O'Rourke." She answered him 
back so cross that she frightened him. 

' Did ye ever see a quiet cratur* of a cow that 
gets a skelp for nothin' at all ? That was the kind 
of look that came in his eyes, and the cross word 
wasn't well out of her mouth when she was sony 
for it 

* ** Might I milk her for you a drop or two ? ** 
says he, after a minute. 

•^« Thank ye kindly for the offer," she said^ « for 
it's tired I am in the fingers." 

* If Patsey was wake in the head itself,, he was 
mighty clever in the hands. There was no man's 
wcwrk — nor woman's work, for that matter— that he 
wasn't up to; from ploughin' and diggin' and 
mowin' and rapin' down to spinnin' and knittin', 
all was wan to him ; there was nothin' he couldn't 
put his hand ta He could ** turn the hed " of a 
stockin' with any ould woman in the parish, and 
he was the grandest warrant in the world to 
milk. 
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' Bedad it came in a stream between his fingers, 
splashin' like a small waterfall, till the two big 
pails were brimmin' over with white foam. He 
tuck them both up as light as a feather and carried 
them back to the house, while Biddy walked 
beside him with the three-legged stool tucked 
under her arm. 

' Patsey put the pails down close to the high 
wall beside Rory Maguire's ''haggard." It was as 
much as his life was worth for ould Rory to catch 
him next or near the place. 

*** Thank you kindly, Mr. O'Rourke," saul 
Biddy. ** rU take them in meself : it's only a step 
from this to the house.'' 

* Patsey scratched his curly head that was the 
colour of whate straw, and stood from one foot 
to the odier like a tired goose, and with that the 
colleen saw he had something on his mind, and 
put down the pails again and waited, and watching 
Um* 

'"^ Miss Maguire," he sez, at last 

*« Well, what is it, Mr. O'Rourke?" 

*'' Might I make so bowld as to ask a favour 
of you?" 

***And why not and welkim, Patsey." She 
Uuned her head a little away as she said it, and 
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12 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

that was his chance. Faith, it was true for the 
neighbours to say he was an omadaun, and sorra 
haporth else 

* ** Would you lend me the loan of that cow for 
three milkin's ? " 

• '« What ? " She faced round sharp, but at the 
innocent look of the cratur's face, and him in rags 
and tathers, the anger in her melted into pity on 
the mortal spot 

* " Fm afeared me father would miss her about 
the place," she said ; ^ but sure, I'll risk that 
same." 

* •' There's no risk at all at all," sez Patsey. 
''Sure's it's only at milkin' time I'd be askin' a 
loan of her, and I'd bring cow and milk home 
safe to you afterwards." 

* •* What would you be wantin' the cow for that 
ways ? " sez Biddy, the woman's curiosity gettin' 
the better of her. 

* "That id be tellin'," sez Patsey ; " 'tis a kind 
of pishogue I have in it to try me luck, and tellin* 
would spoil it on me" 

'For all the omadaun he was, that was the 
wan way in the world to put her from more 
questionin'. 

* " Have it yer own way thin," she says. •• The 
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cow and the milkin' pails will be there for you any 
cvenin' you want them." 

* ** Might I make use of a quart or so of the 
milk wanst in a way ? " 

'^'And why not and welkim. Sure there's 
lashin's and lavin V 

* " Faith, It's kind intirely of you to trust me 
with that fine baste iv a cow, Miss Maguire." 

* ** I'd trust you wid more than that, Patsey," 
sez she ; and she was red as a poppy in a cornfield 
as she said it 

'But Patsey the Omadaun took no heed of 
her, but med off with himself, whistlin' in a way 
to make a skylark cut his throat with envy, and 
me poor Biddy watered the milk with a tear that 
was fit to turn a windmill before she tuck it into 
the house. 

* But sure, ever and always, love was contrary 
with the boys and the girls. Me own heart was 
bruck in me buzzum be the dint of it whin I was 
only a gossoon-like.' 

Peter here pretended to weep over his early love 
sfl^rrows, and dried his eyes in the seat of an old 
pair of breeches he was patching, until Darby 
roused him to the realities of life by a touch of a 
needle point in the plumpest part of his person. 
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' Lave your foolinV said Darby, * and get on 
with the story.' 

'For three straws Fd have you swallow the 
goose/ retorted Peter; 'but sure that would be 
makin' a cannibal of you. Where was I, boys, 
before that ignoramus misdemaned himself with 
the needle ? ' 

*Goin* home with Patsey the Omadaun/ 
prompted Mickey, who was following the story 
with open-mouthed interest 

* Aye, bedad. Well, me dears, it was only a 
short time after that when the story got out through 
the village that Patsey had the finest milch cow that 
ever you clapt eyes on. 

'Twas sdl the talk down in Foxey Ryan's 
public-house, fcM* I must tell you that Foxey R^[an 
had many ways of rowlin' in the money, and a 
public-house was the best of them. 

* " With me own eyes I saw it," said Christy 
Clougherty, the drunken carpenter. " She milked 
sixty quarts if she milked a naggin, and all of the 
best Faith I tasted a small drop meself, and it's 
more crame than milk was in it" 

*" Troth, you'd find it hard to tell the diflfer, 
Christy emock," said wan of the neighbours, ^sure 
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it's vefy little that crame or milk does be Uoublin' 
you, be all accounts." 

* ^ Fay no heed to him, Christy/' sez another ; 
^ sure he nev^ wint to school where good manners 
were lamt But tell us, avic, where did Patsey the 
Qmadaun get the milch cow ? " 

' •* Sorra wan of me knows," sez Christy, " unless 
he got it out of the fairies, the Lord betune us and 
harm« They say the good people have a fine breed 
of cattle intirely." 

'When the talk turns on the good people 
there's no stoppin' it, and wan story borried another 
until you'd think that poor Patsey and his fine 
milk cow was clane forgottin' be company very near.- 

' But faith it wasn't so with four of them any 
ways. The schoolmaster was wan, and two hard* 
fisted farmers be the name of Andy Brennan and 
Owen Connolly was another, and me bowldFoxey 
Regan was the last and the cutest of the lot. 
They med up their minds, each man for himself, 
that he'd have a peep at this wonderful milch cow 
of Patsey the Omadaun. 

* So, me dears, each took his turn on the sly to 
stand trate to Christy Clougherty, and to get out 
of him the hour of the evenin' that Patsey did the 
milkin' of the cow in the little yard beside his cabin. 
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' Maybe Patsey thought it a quare thing, and 
maybe he didn't, that just as he was milkin' Rory 
Maguire's milch cow the next evenin' ould Foxey 
Regan should drop in on him by way of no 
harm. 

* " God save you, Patsey," sez Foxey Regan. 

* " God save you kindly," sez Patsey. But he 
thought in his own mind it was a hard job he was 
settn' in that 

* •* That's a nice cow you have there," sez Foxey 
R^an. 

* « Troth an' she's not too bad," sez Patsey. 

* **Tell me now," began Foxey R^^, when who 
should walk in on top of them but the schoolmaster 
and Andy Brennan, and Owen G>nnolly street* 
ing after him as wan sheep follows another through 
a gap. 

* '' Haunna mon doul, man, what brings you 
here at all ? " sez Foxey R^an to Andy Brennan. 

*" Faith 'twas the same question I was going 
to ask yourself, Mr. Regan, the moment I laid eyes 
on you. You're not much of a visitin' man, be all 
accounts." 

' Owen Connolly stood back from them both, 
smoulderin' like a fire of wet turf. He was a 
down-lookin' man the best of times, and a bom 
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divil when he was riz, and faith one and the other 
thought it the best of their play nayther to make 
nor meddle with him. 

* Patsey went on with his milkin* as if there 
was no one there at all at all. The warm milk 
splashed and foamed in the deep pail, and the 
white foam mounted and mounted up the side of 
it, and the boyoes stood there watchin' and 
wonderin' and not knowin' how to come at the 
thing they had in their minds to say. 

* Patsey took a mug from the dresser and 
dipped it into the foamin' milk, and handed it with 
a duck of his head to the schoolmaster. 

* " Sure a small drop warm from the cow will 
do you no harm," he said. 

* The schoolmaster took a short drink, wiped 
the top of the mug with his sleeve, and passed it 
on to his neighbour. 

* Foxey R^an, who was the last, contrived to 
draw poor Patsey, who was following the mug, 
into a comer be himself, 

* " Whisper here to me, Patsey," he sez. " That 
cow doesn't suit the like of you at all at all." 

* Now, anyone but a fool would see that Foxey 
KegsiXi didn't want the talk to go further than 
themselves twa But nothing would plaze me 

C 
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innocent Patsey, like the omadaun he was, but to 
bawl out loud enough for the parish to hear: 
" Troth, that's the true word for you, Mr. Regan. 
Sure me heart is bruck, and me life isn't me own 
milkin' her. You might as well be at the face of a 
pump." 

* '* Maybe you'd be wishful to sell her — spake 
aisy, Patsey ? " 

' But sure, Patsey hadn't sense enough to heed 
him. 

* « Sell her— is it ? " he bawled out at the top 
of his voice. *' Troth, an' I'd do that same with a 
heart and a half if I could find anyone fool enough 
to buy her off me." 

* " Would a five-pound note be in your way ? " 
whispered Foxey Regan, with his eye round the 
comer like his namesake, when he's prowlin 
afther a goose and is afraid the dogs are on their 
way. 

* " Five pounds is a dale of money," said Patsey. 
" I hope you aren't wrongin' yourself in offerin' it, 
Mr. Regan ?^' 

* Bedad, at this me other three Doyoes couldn't 
stand it no longer. 

' *^ Patsey, me boughal," sez the schoolmaster, 
'* you're as great a gom now as when I licked you 
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over your ABC. Sure five pounds is no price at 
all for your fine baste of a cow. Til give you six 
pounds meself for luck, though I have no use for 
the like of her." 

' ^ Faith, ril raise you a poupd there, school- 
master," sez Andy Brennan. 

• " I'll give eight pounds for the cow myself," 
sez Owen Connolly, ^ and who's goin' to say agin 
it?" 

' He looked that wicked as he said it, with a 
thick lump of a blackthorn in his fist, that, troth, 
none of them liked to bid agin him. 

< But the schoolmaster was not to be done. 

* " Neighbours, neighbours," he said ; ** we are 
not goin' to quarrel over a cow. Let Dame 
Fortune decide between smd betwixt us." 

• '* I dunno what you are drivin' at, with your 
dam fortune," sez Owen Connolly, sulkily. 

* ** Toss up for it," sez Andy Brennan. 
'"Draw lots," sez the schoolmaster, "after 

the manner of the ould ainshints, who were 
wiser than ever we'll be. Patsey, emock, get me 
four straws." 

^ Faix, they were all on at wanst for a bit of a 
gamble, and so they let themselves be said be the 
schoolmaster. You'd think he was in the middle 

Q2 
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of his class, the way the big language came out of 
him. I wish I had the learnin' to tell you all the 
fine words he said, but the (dain talk of it was this 
ways. 

* ** Patsey, emock," sez he, " get me four straws,** 
sez he, *' three short and one long. We will aich 
of us hand Patsey a five pound note,*' sez he, ^'and 
the man that draws the long straw takes the cow," 
sez he. 

' Five pounds was a dale of money, you'll be 
sayin', to risk that ways, but the schoolmaster had 
a raison of his own to be plazin' to Patsey, and 
sorra wan of the others would say agin it 

'Well, me dears, the four straws were aisily 
got, and Patsey bit the ends off three of them. 
Then aich wan of the four boys came up to me 
bowld Patsey with his five pound teady and all 
The schoolmaster was the first, and as he passed 
the note to Patsey, he showed him a gold soverin 
in the heel of his fist, and tipped him a wink, and 
Patsey winked back to him be way of no harm, 
and with that the soverin went from the school- 
master's hand to Patse/s as nate as you plaze. 

* Well, if you belave me> every mother's son of 
them did the like when their chance came, and 
Patsey had the same pleasant wink (or every wan 
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of them, and each med sure in his own mind that 
the long straw was coming to himself, and the fine 
cow after it. 

* But, sure, the straw could only come to wan of 
them in the long run, and the schoolmaster was the 
lucky wan, for Patsey kep' it for him to the last 

< With that all the boyoes went off with them- 
selves, cursin' ^d swearin' with the dint of dis- 
appointment 

* Patsey and the schoolmaster was left standing 
alone with the cow, which was chewin' the cud for 
herself, and payin' no heed to any wan of them. 

* " 'Twas yourself that was always a good and 
dacint boy, Patsey," sez the schoolmaster, well 
plazed with himself; and why not, as he fingered 
the long straw, with his eye on the fine milch cow 
that he thought he'd made his own of for a matter 
of six pounds. 

* " Them wasn't the words that was out of your 
mouth always," sez Patsey ; " it was the birch rod 
you had for me erer and always in the old days." 

' '' Nabocklish, Patsey," sez the schoolmaster, 
" Where's the good of talkin' or thinkin' of things 
that are past and done for? Troth, you did the 
job finely, and we both have raison to be plazed 
with our bargain, for you've got a good price, and 
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IVe got a good cow, and all them shavers diat 
thought the devil and all of themselves for cute- 
ness, are gone away empty." 

* " Sure I'm glad you're so aisily plazcd," sez 
Patsey, 

*" It's time for me to be goin*/' scz the school- 
master. 

* ** Good-night and good luck to you," sez Patsey. 

* " Troth, I've the good luck anyways," sez the 
schoolmaster, with a laugh out of him. So 
with that he took to loosen the cow to drive her 
off home with himself, 

*"What are you doin' with the cow?" sez 
Patsey, just the same as if there had been never 
any talk of a lottery at all at all. 

* " Loosenin' her," sez the schoolmaster. 

' "What for ? " sez Patsey. 

* " To bring her home with me, in course," sez 
the schoolmaster. 

•"Faith, I like that," sez Patsey the Omadaun, 
letting a big laugh out himself, "to bring Rory 
Maguire's milch cow home with you." 

'Begor, you could have knocked the school- 
master down with a feather when he heard the word. 
•"What do you mane," sez he, "you oma- 
daun ? " sez he, in a wake kind of a whisper. 
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* ** I mane what I say. Sure you always taught 
me to spake plain English." 

* ** Is it that the cow wasn't yours ? " 
•*• The sorra hair of her ever." 

* ** Oh ! you lyin', chatin', thievin' rc^e of the 
world ! What tempted you to say that you owned 
her?" 

* " I never sed the like," Patsey med answer to 
him, as bowld as a line. ^ Sure the whole of you 
came flocking round the place where nobody 
axed you, wantin' to buy the cow that ould Rory 
Maguire sent down of an evenin' to my little place 
to milk her, knowin' I'm a good hand at that 
same." 

* ** Is that true, Patsey ? " stz the schoolmaster, 
gaspin'. 

* ** As thrue as Gospel." 

* " But why did you preffer to sell her ? " 
*** I didn't preffer to sell her ; 'twas yourselves 
that preffered to buy her. Sure I didn't think 
anyone'd be that mane to go offer five or six 
pounds to a poor boy for a cow worth twenty and 
more. But so long as the cow wasn't mine the 
price didn't matter, big or little. Then when you 
got up a play for yourselves, with a lottery, and 
bits of straw, what call had I to say agin it ? " 
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^The schoolmaster looked hard at him, and 
Patsey looked him back with round, innocent blue 
cyts, as simple as a one-year-old calf. 

* " Patsey/' he sez, in a soothin' tone. 

* " Yis, sir/' sez Patsey, for all the world as if he 
were answerin' his name in class. 

* ** Of course you know the money comes to me 
instead of the cow, seein' as how I won the 
lottery/' sez he. 

* " Of course, sir/' sez Patsey, with his hand in 
his pocket, and the schoolmaster med sure on the 
moment he had the money safe in his fist '' But," 
sez Patsey out of a thought, '' I must ask the other 
gintlemin first if they are agreeable to that" 

* " You are in no ways obligated to do so," sez the 
schoolmaster, who guessed what id be the answer 
to that question. " Sure they have no claim to the 
money at all at all. If the cow was your own to 
raffle the money was lost to them all the same. 
Sorra hair's differ it makes to them whether there 
was a cow in it at all or not" 

* « You think that, sir ? " sez Patsey. 

' " I'm sure of it/' sez the schoolmaster. 

*"Then, bedad, I'm thinkin' I'll keep the 
money for myself, that it was give to, and that 
wants it more nor any of you. Here's your own 
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six pounds back to you and a pound for luck for 
gettin' up the lottery. That's good pay, I'm 
thinkin', for an aisy hour's work, so you can't say 
you're chated anyways. The others lost their 
money fairly in a lottery, and are not askin' for it 
back. Sorra difference it makes to thim whose 
the cow was, seein' they didn't win her. So, 
bedad, there's no owner left for the rest of the 
money only meself." 

<« Would you chate me out of me winnin's, 
Patsey ? " sez the schoolhiaster. 

* " Faith it was Rory Maguire's cow you won, if 
you won anytidn', and you may say what you have 
to say to him over it" 

' Bedad, me dears, the long and short of it was 
that the schoolmaster tuck his seven pounds, and 
glad to get it he was. For he knew the neigh- 
bours would laugh his head off if the story got out 
on hint But Patsey was ready enough to promise 
he'd never whisper a word of it 

* " And that's the boy,** sez the schoolmaster to 
himself on his way home, feelin' his money in his 
pocket, and thinkin' of the other three laddos that 
had such consait out of themselves, ''that's the 
same boy we used to be callin' an omadaun at 
school i Omadaun, inagh I " ' 
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II 
HOW PATSEY LOST HIS MEMORY 

I SHOULD have been at school I know that, of 
course. It was Peter Rattigan that tempted me. 
But there were five minutes to spare, five long, 
interminable minutes, and I could not resist the 
temptation as I passed the welMcnown door to rush 
up the steep, rickety staircase and have a peep at 
the paradise from which I was excluded by the 
foolish grown-up belief that stupid lessons were 
good for little boys. I was resolved that I would 
only stay there for that precious five minutes that 
I had stolen from my dressing and washing that 
morning (especially from my washing), to spend it 
in paradise ; but fate, in the form of Peter Ratti- 
gan, was too much for me. 

' Sit down, emock,' he said, and dusted a place 
for me politely on the board with the tail of a 
half-made *cotha more/ * Ah, then, where's your 
hurry ? Sure the school will be there afther you. 
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Fair and aisy goes far in the day, and youVc yer 
time before you. 

* Tell you a story, is it, if you wait ? Troth, 
an' it's jokin' me you are. Master Watty, What 
would a fine scholar like yersel' be carin' for foolish 
** ramashe " from the likes of me? Well, then, if 
you want wan, you must have it Pass me the 
goose, will you, Mickey Costigan, you bosthoon. 
What are you grinnin' at ? Have you no respect 
for your elders ? 

* You want me to tell you, sonny, what hap- 
pened to Patsey the Omadaun ? That's a short 
question. Master Watty, with a long answer to it 
Troth an many a thing happened to him. If I 
wor talkin' from this till to-morrow I couldn't tell 
you the half of them. But wan at a time, like 
sheep through a gap, gets them all out at last. 

* You'll remember how I told you he took the 
shine out of ould Foxey Regan ? Well, me dear, 
Foxey Regan wasn't the man to lie down under 
the like of that, and him thinkin' himself the 
cutest man in the country-side, to be done out of 
his good-lookin' six pounds by an omadaun. 

* He was thinkin' ever and always how he'd get 
the money back off poor Patsey.' 

' So wan fine evenin', it might be a week afUier, 
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and it might be a month, Foxey, be way of no 
harm, strolled up with himself fair and aisy to 
Patsey's little cabin on the breast of the hilL He 
found the boy in, and him knittin' a pair of stock- 
ings all as wan as an ould ** collagh " be the fireside. 

•"God bless the work," sez Foxey Regan^ 
standin' at the half door, and iookin' in. 

' " You too," stz Patsey the Omadaun. *' Won't 
you come in, Mr. Regan," he sez, '' and draw down 
for an air of the fire ? You'll be takin' a mug of 
new milk," sez he, as innocent as you plaze, ^* and 
you after your long walk, an' it up hill and all." 

• Troth, if you belave me, Foxey Regan made a 
quare face at the mention of the word milk. But 
for a raison he had of his own he never sed a word 
agin it, but drew a creepy stool to the fire and sat 
himself down on it, and finished off the mug at 
wan pull. Then he let a big moan out of himself, 
for all the world like a cow that'd be late in the 
milkin'. 

*"Ah, thin, what's the matter with you, Mr. 
Regan ? " sez Patsey, " if wan may make so bowld 
as to ax you." 

' " I'm in sore trouble, Patsey," sez Foxey 
Regan, " an' that's what's on me, if you want to 
know." 
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"What trouble could be on a warm man like 
yourself?" sez Patsey again; "and you with 
nayther chick nor child to look to you for the 
bit or the sup.** 

•"That's the foolish talk the naybours do be 
havinV Foxey Regan made answer. " Sorra wan 
copper is left to me," sez he, " to jingle on a tomb- 
stone. True enough, there's a hundred pound 
comin' to me be the end of the week, and it's a 
poor case and a hard matter that I should be 
ruined all out for the want of a fi'-pun-note at the 
present time." 

* He gev wan look sideways at Patsey as he 
ded it, for all the world like his namesake watchin' 
a fat goose through the gate of the farmyard ; and 
he took heart of grace from the innocent look on 
the face of me poor omadaun. 

'" I was thinkin' meybe you'd lend me the loan 
of a five-pound note out of the money you won off 
us in the lottery, Patsey, over the milch cow. It 
was the schoolmaster that med well of her, any- 
ways, I'm thinkin'." 

* Patsey never sed a word, good nor bad, and 
Foxey comes at him agin. 

* " I'd be given it back to you in a week's time 
or lesS| meybci and another pound at the back of 
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it, and me blessin' at the back of that agin, if you'd 
lend it to me at wanst/' sez he. 

* " And why not and welkim/' stz Patsey, out 
of a thought ; and» without another word, up with 
him and goes to the dresser and takes a five-pound 
note out of the ould taypot and puts it into the 
heel of ould Foxe/s fist "I hope it'll bring 
luck," sez Patsey, as he gave it ; but he didn't say 
who the luck was to be for. 

* " I hope so," sez Foxey Regan back again to 
him; but he little thought he was prayin' agin 
himself when he sed it 

* There was little doin' or sayin' for a week 
after that, an' no talk at all of givin' back the five 
pounds. 

* When another week had gone by without tale 
or tidings of his money, Patsey made bowl4 to call 
on Foxey Regan, and him sittin' all be himself in 
his parlour within. 

* *' God save you," sez Patsey. 

*"God save you kindly," sez Foxey Regan, 
lookin' up from his newspaper, as much as to say, 
What brings you here ? 

* " I was comin' about the money," sez Patsey. 

* " What money are you talkin' about, me good 
man?" sez Foxey Regan lettin' on there was 



Digitized by 



Googk 



HOW PATSEY LOST HIS MEMORY 31 

great surprise on him at the mention of the 
word. 

* " The five pounds I lent you," sez Patsey. 

* " Is it dramin' you are ? "^ sez Foxey Regan. 
" An' what would I be wantin' of your dirty five 
pounds?" sez he. "^ I have enough of me own," 
he sez. 

' With that Patsey up and towld him the whole 
story out of a face, how he kem for the lend of the 
loan of the money, and how he tuck it out of the 
ould taypot to give it to him, and how he promised 
to give it back be the end of the week with another 
potmd to the back of it *' I'm not surprised," sez 
he, in the heel of the hunt, "that a small trifle like 
that," sez he, ** would go clane out of your head," 
sez he, " but you'll be rememberin' it now," sez he. 

• •* What sort of ramashe are you talkin' at all," 
sez Foxey Regan, "with your ould taypots and 
your five-pound notes? What call have I to 
yourself or your dirty money. Tfoth, an' it's no 
lie," sez he, "to call you an omadaun," sez he, 
" and the quare notions you have in your foolish 
head. Go home, me poor boy," he sez, " and try 
to lairn sense." 

*"An' you won't pay me the money?" sez 
Patsey. 
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* *' The sorra farthing," sez the other. 
•"Then Til have a try to make you," sez 

Patsey, getting dangerous. 

* " See here," sez Foxey, edgin' round to the 
other side of the table, " there's no sense in that 
kind of talk at all at all, only to get yerself into 
trouble, rd be sorry to be hard on a poor 
innocent omadaun of your kind. But I have good 
help outside," sez he, " and if you try any of your 
ructions here TU have you thrun out on your head," 
sez he. 

* For wan minnit Foxey Regan was within the 
lick of a wattle of the biggest malavoughing that 
ever a man got But Patsey cooled down on a 
sudden, like a boiling pot of potatoes when you 
throw a sup of cold water on it 

'"I beg yer pardon, Mr. R^an," he sez, as 
polite as you plaze. 

*"Yer pardon's granted, Patsey," sez Foxey 
Regan. " I thought you'd come to yer senses." 

• " An' you never borrowed five pounds oflf me ? " 
sez Patsey. 

*"Not five pounds nor five farthings," sez 
Foxey Regan. 

'"Now do you tell me that?" sez Patsey 
again. 
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* " An' swear it," sez me boyo, well plazed at the 
turn the talk was takin'. 

* " Well now that's quare, I was sartin sure of 
that same." 

* " Mebbe the memory is wake with you," sez 
Foxey. ** People do be gettin' quare notions into 
their heads sometimes, but the best way is to keep 
on never mindin' and to be said by them that are 
oulder an' wiser then yerself " 

* ** Sure it's yerself was always the good nay- 
bour, Mr. Regan, and^the dacint man, and I 
wouldn't put it beyant yer word." 

* ** Indade an' I'd be long sorry to decave you 
Patsey, in a matter of the kind." 

•"Well, thin, I'll be sayin' good day to you, 
Mn Regan," sez Patsey in the long run, •'and 
sorry to trouble you, and thankful I am you wor so 
aisy goin' with me in me foolishness. Sure I was 
always a bit wake in the memory." 

•"I'm not blamin* you, Patsey, emock," sez 
Foxey Regan ; " sure it's no fault of yours if the 
memory is wake with you." 

• " An' you won't be lettin' on to the naybours, 
Mr. Regan, the hare I med of meself if if s plazin' 
to you ? They'd never have done at me about it " 

* Faith, then, there was small need to be 
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b^gin' Foxey Regan to keep it dark ; but all the 
same he med a compliment out of it " Sorra a word 
111 spake of it to a sinner, and why should I ? Sure, 
we didn't make ourselves, any of us, and if you're 
a bit wake in the head itself the fault isn't yours." 

* Well, me dears, Patsey wint back to his cabin 
through the evenin' sunshine, whistlin' for himself, 
clear and true and light-hearted as a thrush in die 
spring time. Sorra the smallest taste of disappoint- 
ment you'd find on him. There was a sparkle in 
his eye like the glint of the blue sky in runniri' 
water, and a quare kind of asmilecomin' and goin* 
in the comers of his mouth. 

* 'Twasn't all the same with Foxey Regan, whom 
he left alone in the parlour. At first he was well 
plazed to have med his own of the five pounds, and 
proud of his own cuteness in the business. 

' " Faith, an' if s no lie," he thought to him- 
self, "to call him Patsey the Omadaun. Sure 
he'd belave anything wan 'ud tell him. I was hard 
set to keep from laughin' at the fooli^ cratur. I'd 
engage, if I wor put to it, to persuade the nose off 
his face be the dint of palaver. What does the 
likes of him want with money anyways? No 
more nor the bastes of the field, that have more 
sinse nor what he has, any day of ti^ week." 
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* But at the word " money" a thought kem cross- 
ways to me bowld Foxey that took all the spunk 
out of him. Much will have more ever and always 
in this world, and there was a sudden trouble to 
Foxey in the thought that Patsey the Omadaun had 
still fifteen pounds left to him in spite of his best 

''* Troth, an' I was a bigger omadaun nor 
what he was/' sez Foxey to himself, ''to make 
two bits of a cherry when I got the chance at it 
He'd as lieve have lint me twenty pounds as five, 
and would have foi^ottin it as aisily. There now, 
I am done out of fifteen pounds be me own kind- 
hearted foolishness." 

* Night and day the thought kept naggin' at 
him, till at last he had nothing for it but to make 
up his mind he'd have a try for the fifteen pounds 
to keep company with the five he had got already. 

' ^ What can he do but refuse me," sez he to 
himself. " Never venture never win, and fifteen 
pounds is better with me than with an omadaun of 
his kind." 

* After that he med it a habit to be stravagin' 
up and down where he'd have a chance to come 
across Patsey unbeknownst He didn't want to 
go to the cabin the second time lest he'd bring the 
thought of the first visit back to the boy's mind. 

D3 
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* He was caught wan day in a downpour of 
rain» and ran for shelter under a big beech tree. 
But the water was comin' out of die sky as if it 
wor a sieve, and sorra dry stitch was left on hinu 
As he stood there with his back bent and the 
water runnin' off him like the roof of a house 
who should come by but me bowld Patsey in wet 
ragSi and he as brisk and gay as a duck in a pond 

• " Fine soft day, Mr. Regan, glory be to God," 
he sez, whin he caught sight of me lad shelterin' 
and shiverin' under the tree. 

• « Bedad, it's you that are softer than the day," 
thought Foxey Regan to himself. But out loud 
he sez, " Patsey, avic, you're wringin' wet to the 
skin, an' a drop of the hard stuff would do you no 
harm in life, I'm thinkin'." 

* ** An' that's a true word for you anyways," sez 
Patsey. 

* ** If you come along with me," sez Foxey, 
" you must have it" 

* " An' I'm not sayin' agin it," Patsey answered 
him back. 

* So with that, me dears, the pair of thim wint 
off with thimselves tc^ther, cheek be jowI» 
through the rain like the best of friends, and it 
wasn't long after that they wor sated in front of a 



Digitized by 



Googk 



HOW PATSEY LOST HIS MEMORY 37 

good turf fire in Foxey Ryan's bar parlour, and 
two jorums of punch on the table that would raise 
the cockles of your heart — and I wouldn't say agin 
a drop of that same meself this minnit ; but here's 
the use of talkin'. 

* There they sat for a good while without a 
word out of thim, aich waiting for the other, 
sippin' and thinkin' at the same time, and warmin' 
thimselves inside and out, and the stame of their 
wet clothes was to match the stame out of the hot 
punch. They had come to the third tumbler, and 
the whiskey was drawin' low in the bottle, whin 
Foxey med a beginnin' of what was in his mind 
from the first 

*"Patsey, me boughal,'' sez he, **do you re- 
member the fool's errand you kem to me on the 
other day ? " 

* Troth, an' it's tryin' I am to forget it, Mr. 
R^an, sir, if you'd belave me. It's ashamed of 
me own foolishness I am whin I think of it" 

* " Never mind that now, Patsey," sez the other. 
^ Sure, I bear you no ill-will in the business, and 
the best of us might make a mistake ; but the talk 
you had of borrowin' and lendin' and the like has 
put a notion into me head." 

* ** It's not oflen I'm troubled that way meself," 
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sez Patsey, " and I'd take somethin' for it if I were 
you, Mr. Regan." 

* " rd like to do you a good turn, Patsey, if I 
got the chance." 

* " I'm not doubtin' that at all," sez Patsey. 

* " The money you have got up at the house 
must be a trouble to you ? " 

* " An' that's no lie for you, SLtiyways," 

* " You're lonesome up there all be yersclf, an* 
it would bk handy enough for a thief or a robber 
to make off with the money out of the ould tay 
pot" 

* Bedad, the word taypot was no sooner out of 
his mouth than he thought of himself, an' he tried 
to smother it up in a cough, lettin' on that a drop 
of the hot punch had gone the wrong way. 

' But Patsey the Omadaun took no notice, good 
nor bad, but sat suppin' his punch as innocent as 
the babe unborn. 

* " I'd be willin' to take good care of the money 
if you wor to axe me," Foxey began again, and him 
red in the face with the dint of the coughin*. 

* " Bedad, it's able to take good care of ttself» if 
it's let alone," sez Patsey. 

* " It's not that I'm wantin' the money meself,** 
sez Foxey, with a sly look at him out from under 
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his eyes ; " sure it would be foolishness to think or 
say the like of that, for I could count sovereigns 
meself with any man in the parish and have wan (mt 
two over. But all the same/' sez he, " I could put 
it to good use for you/' sez he, "and mebbe it's to 
double it for you I could in next to no time." 

* " Bedad that id be grand intirely," sez Patsey ; 
^'but is it the truth yer tellin' me, Mr. R^tan ? " 

'"The Gospel truth/' sez Foxey, with a laugh 
to himself at the simplicity of the omadaun. 

' But mockin' is catchin', me dears, and there's 
many a true word sed in jest, as you'll find to yer 
cost. Master Watty, before you're as ould as what 
I am. 

' " But whisper me this, Mr. Regan," sez Patsey ; 
^ if I wanted me own money back in a hurry to buy 
a cow or the like would it be to the fore whin I 
wanted it?" 

* " Ready down on the nail," sez Foxey, " and 
there's me word on it, and may the drop I'm 
drinkin' choke me if it's a lie I'm tellin' you." 

*"The money you must have," sez Patsey, 
''and me thanks fbr takin' it, and me hopes is 
good," sez he, ^ that it'll double itself before it comes 
back to me." 

* " Never doubt it," sez Foxey Regan, laughin' 
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to himself at the bare notion. ^ If it's convaynient 
to you I'll call up early to-morrow and bring it 
away with me/' sez he. 

• With that they parted both well plazed with 
themselves, and Patsey went on towards his cabin 
with a step as light and free as the red deer over 
the hill side, and Foxey wint back to the parlour 
and finished the bottle to the last tint in it " I'm 
well ped for that sup of whiskey anyways," he sez, 
laughin' like mad to himself. 

'There was the schoolmaster with him that 
evenin' drinkin' a wee drop in the same parlour, 
an' Andy Brennan an' Owen Connolly, whin a 
knock come to the door, and who should walk 
in on the top of the four of thim but Patsey the 
Omadaun. 

• Faith, Foxey wasn't too well plazed to see him 
there, but he let on to be delighted. 

< « Draw down to the fire," sez he, " and mix 
yerself^ drop of drink," sez he, " sure there'll be no 
charge to you." 

' But Patsey the Omadaun stood at the doorway, 
shy and frightened like at seein' the lot of thim in 
the place. 

• «* I come on business, Mr. Regan," he stam* 
mered, " about that money, you know." 
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' He'd only got that far whin Foxey dropped a 
glass with a smash on the flure, and winked to him 
behind the others to howld his tongue, and me poor 
Patsey stopped short in the middle of a word all 
as wan as if he wor shot. 

**'Noneofyer owld talk/' sez Foxey Regan, 
^ but draw down to the fire and take a good offer 
when it's med to you." 

* But the schoolmaster had quick ears of his 
own, and good right he had to dale with the gos- 
soons, and he wasn't willin' to let it go with ould 
Foxey without knowin' the ins and outs of the 
^ory. 

'"What was you sayin' about money, 
Patsey ? " he axed, whin the boy was sated at 
the table beside him, with a tumbler fominst 
him. 

' " Nothin' at all — only some foolish ramashe," 
sez Foxey Regan. 

*"The boy has a tongue in his mouth to 
answer for himself," sez the schoolmaster, as sharp 
as you plaze. " What was it, Patsey avic ? " 

*" Nothin* at all, schoolmaster," se;s Patsey; 
••only Mr. Regan, good luck to him, kindly pro- 
mised to take chai^ of me share of money for me, 
and to double it in next to no time, or to give it 



Digitized by 



Googk 



42 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

back to me whin I axed it off him, and sure here 
it is for him now," sez he, showin' the money in the 
heel of his fist 

'Foxey R^^ was fit to be tied He was 
between two minds whether he'd take the money 
at all fominst the lot of thim. But he knew it 
wasn't lucky to refuse money whin it's offered to 
you. 

« « I was thinkin' to do the poor omadaun a 
good turn,'' sez he, with a wake kind of a smile, and 
with that he med as if he'd grab the notes. 

* The schoolmaster let a laugh out of him at 
the bare notion of Foxey Regan doin' a good turn 
to saint or sinner, and he just caught him before 
he med away with the money. 

* " Count it," sez he ; " count it, me good man. 
Mebbe it's too little the boy is givin' you, and we 
wouldn't like to see an innocent cratur of yer kind 
chated." 

* " Aye, count it," sez Owen Connolly, with a 
look that was worse than a summons. *^Vm 
thinkin' there's a few pounds of me own in the 
hape, worse luck." 

< So me poor Foxey had nothin' for it but to 
count out the money on the table fominst them 
all — ^nineteen pounds in notes and gold — ^before he 
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put it in his pocket, and never since money was 
first med use of was there a man worse plazed to 
come by it 

'Well, me dears, it would seem that Patsey 
was none too plazed to part with it, for that 
matter. Hardly a week had g<me by when he 
met Foxey Regan, and him watchin' the men 
diggm* within' in the potato field, and then and 
there Patsey axed his money back off him. 

* It was on the tip of Foxey's tongue to tell 
him he knew nothing about himself or his money, 
but just in the nick of time he remembered the 
witnesses, and spoke to him fair enough, though 
it's hard set to keep from cursin' he was at the 
same time. 

'^ An' how much was it that I had fromyou?'^ 
he axed him. 

* " Not wan of me knows rightly," sez Patsey ; 
"sure, the memory is wake with me, and I'm 
willin' to lave it to yourself." 

* " Now I remember," sez Foxey Regan ; ** 'twas 
fifteen pounds you gave me." 

* " That 'ill be it," sez me poor Patsey ; '* and it 
was always yerself that was smart at the figures, 
Mr. R^an." 

' Bedad, at that Foxey was in the divil of a 
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huny to pay the fifteen pounds, and be done with 
him so diape. 

< « You didn't double it for me/' se^ Patsejr, as 
he tuck the money, for want of somethin' to say. 

* " Not yet," sez Foxey Regan, with a wink. 

* «* Not yet," sez Patsey the Omadaun, lettin' a 
big foolish laugh out of him, and off he goes as 
proud as Punch, with his fifteen sovereigns instead 
of the nineteen that was comin' to him. 

* Foxey Regan, on his own side, was mighty 
plazed to get so well out of him with four pounds 
and more clear profit in his pocket 

'But it was only a week and a day — and be 
the same token it was a Friday night, of all the 
days in the week — that Foxey was havin' a drink 
with the same company in the same parlour, an' 
them payin' for it when another quiet kind of 
knock kem to the door, and who should walk in 
but me bowld Patsey agin. 

' He was less shy this time than the last, for he 
walked straight up to where Foxey was sittin'. 

* " I'm comin' for me nineteen pounds, if it's 
plazin' to you, Mr. Regan," he sez out loud fominst 
thim all '^ I'd be axin' it at wanst off you, sir, if 
you plaze." 

' Bedad, Foxey looked at him as if he had two 
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heads on htm, and small blame to him for that 
same. 

•"What money do you mane, you poor 
omadaun ? " sez he. " I have no money of yours." 

' " I mane the nineteen pounds I gev you to 
care for me/' sez Patsey back again to him, as stiff 
as you plaze ; " and I have witnesses to that same 
in those three honest men." 

* " Bedad, that's true," sez Andy Brennan. 

* ** I'd like to see who'd give us the lie over it," 
sez Owen Connolly. 

"•Tis an auricular demonstrashion," sez the 
schoolmaster ; '^ we can bear testimony to the trans^ 
fer of nineteen pounds in species," sez he. 

* " I'm not denyin' that," sez Foxey Regan ; 
'•but sure I ped it back to the omadaun, every 
penny of it" 

•"Sorra nineteen pounds he ped me," sez 
Patsey ; " I'm ready to take me bible-oath of that" 

* " There's no need, avic ; sure we'll take yer 
word for it any day in the week," sez the school- 
master. • Mr. Regan has a weakness agin partin' 
with money, as all the world knows." 

• " I ped him fifteen pounds of it, anyways," sez 
Foxey Regan. 

♦"It's comin' down," sez Andy Brennan 
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'*In three oflfers more and he'll have it down 
very near to nothin' at all, and then himself and 
Patsey will be both in wan word." 

'''I don't care for all this choppin' and 
changfaiV' sez Owen Connolly. "Pay the dacint 
boy his money, Foxey Regan." 

*<* It's aither payin' him here c»r in the Coorts, 
Mr. R^;an/' sez the schoolmaster, "with his 
witnesses four to wan agin you, and costs into the 
bargain. Pay him you must, sooner or later." 

* Well, me dears, to make a long story short, 
Foxey had to pay up, and he counted out the 
sovereigns as if they wor drops of his heart's 
blood. 

* " Don't be too hard on him, naybours," sez 
Pats^, as he handled the money ; " mebbe the 
memory is gettin' wake with him," sez he. 
"People do be gettin' quare notiixis into their 
heads sometimes, and the ony way is to keep on 
never mindin', and be sed be those that are wiser 
than themselves." 

* But when the company left him for the night, 
Foxey Regan couldn't be rightly sure if it was a 
fix>l or a rogue he had in Patsey. 

* " Like enough," he sez to himself, " the poor 
om^daun disremembers I ped him, as he dis- 
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remembered the first five-pound note I borrowed 
off him. It's always dangerous to have any dalin's 
with a fool. But I'm not done yet," stz he ; " and 
if I get back more than me own," sez he, "sure it's 
small payment for the tormint I've been put to." 

* Bright and early next momin' he was up 
watchin' poor Patse/s lonesome cabin, and the 
moment Patsey went out be the front door, Foxey 
R^an slipped in unbeknownst be the back door. 
He went straight to the ould taypot on the dresser. 
He felt paper crumblin' under his fingers whin he 
put in his fist in the taypot, and he med sure he had 
tiie bank notes. But whin he drew out he found 
it was only a lafe of a copy-book he had in it, 
with the words, written in a big round hand :— 
* " Good momin' kindly to you, Mr. Regan ! " 
' ** Begad," sez Foxey R^an, scratchin' his 
head, as he read the paper twice over, " there's no 
sinse in the like of this at all at all." ' 
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III 
HOW PATSEY FORGOT THE PISHOGUE 

There was always what literary slang calls * local 
colour' about the stories of Peter Rattigan. He 
was as sensitive as the skin of the chameleon to the 
surroundings of the moment His imagination 
or his memory reflected passing events, and the 
adventures of his hero took form and colour from 
the incidents of daily life in the little town where 
he lived. 

A conjuror had come to town, and we were 
all wildly excited by the event. He took the 
biggest room in the Town Hall for the performance. 
His exploits were watched by a lai^ assembly of 
all classes and all ages with mingled wonder and 
delight. The children especially, the old children 
and the young, including Peter Rattigan and 
m)rself, were firmly persuaded that the thing was 
*not right,' and that the *ould boy' himself, or 
else the ^ good people,' had a hand in it, 
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Twas no wonder therefore, when I got my next 
chance of an exciting * shanachus ' of Peter the story 
teller, I found that the conjuror with all his stock 
of miracles had been transported to the land, vague 
but delightful, where dwelt Patsey the Omadaun. 

' Him a conjurer I ' said Peter, in lofty contempt 
for the great man who a few nights before had so 
surprised and delighted him. ' Faith, I like that 
Will you howld yer tongue, Mickey Costigan, 
until you know what you're talkin' about? Fm 
not denyin' naythur that the poor man knew a few 
quare pishogues, and could make the cards do his 
biddin' ; but sure he couldn't howld a candle to him 
I'm tellin' you about/ 

* He was good enough for me anyways,' said 
Mickey Costigan in a tone of envy and admiration. 
^Didn't I see him wid me own two tyes dale 
himself the five, knave, and the ace of hearts in a 
game of spoil five, and the cards cut and shuffled 
on him ? I wish I could do the like ; 't isn't tailorin' 
Fd be at' 

' Do you mind him drawin' the three different 
kinds of liquor out of wan bottle ? ' said Darby 
Fathy; ' ao' all strong.' 

* Sure if s about that same I was goin' to tell 
you if you'd let me,' interrupted Peter; ' but ycz 

B 



Digitized by 



Googk 



so PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

cannot be talkin' and listenin' at the wan time. 
Howld yet whist and hear the story. 

* Wanst on a time there kem a conjewror to 
Patsey's parish that bet out all that ever wor seen 
before or since. The divil a thing ye could 
think of that he couldn't do. The good people 
thimselves hadn't more knowledge of pishogues 
nor what he had. He could make a pack of cards 
dance a jig fominst ye, the kings and queens 
footin* it heel and toe like Christians, and the jacks 
playin' the bagpipes for them. He'd make money 
come and go as it plazed him, and he'd make a 
goose out of a man before yer two eyes.' 

* G'long out of that wid yer lies,' said Mickey, 
irreverently ; * sure no wan could do the like of 
that' 

' Faix, it wouldn't take much to do that same 
for yerself, Mickey,' said the grinning Peter, who 
had lain in wait for the interruption ; * the goose 
is always brakin' out in ye, as it is. But is it you 
that's tellin' the story or is it me ? ' 

Mickey subsided, and Peter OHitinued : 

* Well, as r was tellin' ye, all the country-side, 
gentle and simple, was gathered to see the great 
magician, whin who do ye think he brought upon 
the platform to help him with his pishogues but 
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Patsey the OmadautL Mebbe it was be the 
innocent look of the poor boy that he picked him 
out of the lot 

* Weill be that as it may, Patsey kep his eyes 
open and his mouth shut durin' the perform- 
ance. His face was as good as a play whin he 
found paeons nestin' in his trousers pocket, and a 
swarm of bees in his owld caubeen. The magician 
gev him a half-crown piece whin he was lavin' the 
place, and some people wor sayin' it would turn 
into a withered lafe in the night time, and Foxey 
Regan refused to change it in payment for a 
drink. But it kep its shape and colour all as wan 
as what you'd get in the price of a pig or the like 
at a fair or market 

• But it was not the money alone that Patsey 
got out of the job. Would you belave it that as 
fodish as he was he managed to pick up some of 
his pishogues for himself? He could take a rowl 
of ribbon put of his caubeen, and could dale him- 
self any cards he liked out of the pack, an' if you'd 
give him a coin he could make it fly away out iv 
the heel of his fist, 'though he wasn't such a good 
hand at bringin' it back again. 

^ Weil, me dears, there was a young doctor in 
those parts be the name of Maguire, and a better 
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man niver stepped in shoe leather. Himself and 
Patsey wor great friends, an' good raison Fatsey 
had for that same, for sure the doctor saved his life 
wanst out of a faver. 

* It might be a week afther the conjewror left 
the place, an' it might be more, for I don't want to 
tell you a lie about a thing of the kind, that Fatsey 
was goin' to his work bright an' airly whin who did 
he see comin' up the road fominst him but the 
same Doctor Maguire, and him lookin' very much 
down in the mouth, which wasn't the way wid him 
commonly^ for he was a fine, free-spoken, laughy 
man most times. 

*"Good-momin', doctor, yer honour," set 
Patsey. 

* " Good-momin' kindly, Patsey," sez the doctor, 
passin' on his way. 

* " There's somethin' troublin' ye, doctor," sez 
Patsey, " an' faith I'm sorry for it meself." 

* The doctor stopped and looked at him for a 
minnit as if he didn't rightly know what was sed tp 
him. But he could see the boy was rale sorry for 
him janyways. 

* " That's true for ye, Patsey," he sez^ lettin' on 
to laugh ; it was a quare kind iv a laugh. ^ Biit 
sure there's no use in complainin'," stz he. 
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**' Might a body be so bowld as to ask wfaafs 
on ye, sir ? " sez Patsey. 

* " There's no saycrit in it," sez the doctor ; " sure 
all the world knows the election is comin' on to-day 
for the doctor to the workhouse an' the dispensary, 
and Fm out av it " sez he. 

*" Don't say that, doctor asthore," sez Patsey ; 
"sure the whole country-side is wishin' ye 
luck. They've put ye down for the place long 
ago." 

•«If wishin' id do it, Patsey," sez the doctor, 
^ I'd have as good a chance as another. But sure 
the/re bringin' a man from Dublin for the place 
beyant, an' me livin' here, man an' boy, for twenty- 
six years." 

' *• Never fret," sez Patsey, '• the/Il put ye in 
over him, anyway, or the naybourhood will know 
the differ iv it" 

• " Faith, that's cowld comfort," sez the doctcM-, 
^ whin the mischief is done. I thought I was sure 
of the place till yesterday," sez he, •'whin that 
owld rogue of a Regan turned agin me," sez he, 
'*for rai^ons of his own I'm thinkin', and that gives 
the Dublin doctor the wan vote he wanted to 



win." 



'"But why should owld Foxey R^an turn 
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Turk on you in that way ? " scz Patsey. '* Was ft 
money did the job for him ? " 

' " I'm not sayin* yes or no to Aat question/' 
sez the doctCH*. 

• " An' if he didn't come next or near the place 
at all at all ? " sez Patsey. 

*« That would mane the election to me," sez 
the doctor. "The chairman would ovcrrowl me 
fai," sez he, " on the equality of votes in my favour," 
sez he. 

* " Well, good tack go wid ye anyways," sez 
Patsey ; and off wid him on the word. But the 
whistle was gone out iv him, an' he was as silent as 
an owl in daylight An' if it wasn't an omadaun 
that was in it, wan might say it was thinkin' hard 
of something he was. 

* Well, be that as it may, he turned off the road 
ladin' to his work an' took instead the road ladin' 
to Foxey Regan's public-house, as many a good 
man did before him. 

'Foxey was no ways plazed to see him, for 
Patsey was no great warrant to drink at the be^ 
of times, an' the loss of the money was still stickin* 
in Foxey Regan's mind like a thorn in yer foot 
that gives ye a quare little prod now and agin 
whin you lane agin it. 
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* But this mornin', airly as it was, Patsey b^;an 
well be orderin' two glasses of whiskey — ^wan for 
himself an' wan for Foxey R^an, who was never 
Jbackward in a matter of that kind at any hour of 
the day or night 

* " I'd like to see the colour of yer money, me 
boy," sez Foxey, rememberin' the kind of fool he 
had in it 

' " Faix, that's aisy seen," sez Patsey ; and wid 
fbsit he stretched his empty hand over to Foxey 
R^[an's stubbly sandy beard, for all the world 
like the conjewrin' man, and tuck a half-a-crown 
outivit 

*" Is that good enough for ye?" sez he ; " I 
can have money to me own likin' now," sez he 

•"Thafs my half-crown," sez Foxey, ")rou 
tuck it off me. Me beard is part iv meself," 
sez he, "an' I'm entitled in law to what's found 
in it" 

* " Don't let that be troublin' ye, Mr. Regan," 
sez Patsey ; " here it is back to you, an' welkim." 

* He tuck the half-crown between his finger and 
thum' an' put it to the funny-bone of Foxey's 
elbow, an', if you'll belave me, it wint into the man 
all the same as if he was med of butter, and sorra 
^ht nor light of it was seen afther that 
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*'*You have it back now, Mr. Regan/' sez 
Patsey, ** an* much good it may do you,** aez he, '' I 
can get money of me own whin I want it" 

* Wid that he put his hand to his mouth, and» 
savin' }rer piisince, spit out a half-crown into his fist 

'"Will that do ye?** sez he. 

'"An* welkim," sez Foxey. ''Thim half- 
naturals,'' he thought to himself, '' do often have 
quare dalin's with the good people." 

**' That's a handy way ye have of gettin' 
money, Patsey avic," he sez out loud, sthrivin' to 
delude the poor omadaun. 

* ** I could do quarer things nor that if I was 
put to it," sez Patsey. 

^^Bedad that's quare enough for me for wan 
turn," sez Foxey, " it's a long way better nor coinin'," 
sez he, ** and less dangerous. Mebbe you'd show 
the trick iv it to a poor naybour an' a well-wisher 
of yer own." 

*^ I'm not that sure iv meself every time," sez 
Patsey. <* Sure, I'm only a beginner at the work ; 
but rU do me endayvours " sez he. ^ If you'll 
lind me half-a-crown," sez he, ^ I'll make it disap* 
pear from yer sight" 

*" Why not try wan of yer own?" sez Foxey. 

' << That wouldn't be right at all accordin' to 
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the chamii'' sez Patsey. *' It wouldn't work that 
ways.'* 

* *« Well^ here is half-a-crown for ye," sez Foxey. 
' Patsey put the white money in the hed of his 

dirty fist, and tucked up the rag of a sleeve the 
way he saw the conjewror doin*. ^ Now," sez he 
to Foxey, **keep your eye tight on the money 
while I repate the pishogue." 

*"Hey presto and high cockalorum," sez he, 
sharp and sudden, without movin' his hand, palm, 
or finger, and, belave or not as you like, the money 
was gone all the same as if the ground had 
swallowed it 

***Now bring it back," sez Foxey, his eyts 
burstin' out iv his head with the quareness of the 
thing. 

• ** ni do me enda3rvour," sez Patsey ; and he 
stretched out his empty fist the same way as be* 
fore, and cried ^ Hey presto, high cockalorum i " a 
score of times, but sorra sixpence nor a farthin' of 
the half-crown could he bring back from wheresom«» 
ever it was gone to. 

•" I'm not perfect in that part of the work )ret," 
sez he, " if s the hardest side iv it" 

* " It's a bad business for me," sez Foxey, *' an* 
me half-crown gone on me." 
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* ** Here's wan instead iv it," sez Patsey, takiA* 
it out of the top iv his own nose. ^Sure I 
wouldn't see you wantin' a trifle of the kind." 

*" Thank ye kindly/' sez Foxey, nippin' it 
between his teeth to make sure; <' bedad if s as good 
as if it kem out iv the bank." 

* The gettin' back iv his money after he was 
full sure it was gone on him put him in such 
humour that he stood a drink iv his own accord, a 
thing he was seldom known to da 

'One drink borrowed another, an' they had 
three or four — I won't be rightly sure whidi-ria 
the long run. Patsey was a boy that the drink 
didn't prey on, and Foxey had a good head iv 
his own ; but, all the same, he was in rare humour 
for the likes iv him, and ready to belave any quare 
stoiy that might be towld him. 

*'* I must be goin' now," sez Patsey," I've work 
to do yit" 

* " The same here," sez Foxey, " I've an election 
to attind to, an' it's drawin' down to the houTif' 
sez he. 

* "Well, the best of friends must part," sez 
Patsey ; " but we'll have a dough-a-dumis before 
lavln'. I'll trouble ye for a glass of port wine, Mr. 
R^[an, to take the smell iv the whiskey off mie." 
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* ^ Sorra drop iv the Uke I have in the house,** 
sez Foxey. 

***An' why not, now?** sez Patsey. "It*s a 
gentale kind iv drink intirely, Mr. R^;an.'* 

^**It's dear, an' it's seklom called for," sez 
Foxey. 

***The thing would be aisy managed," sez 
Patsey, "if ye wor to be sed be me, an' that with- 
out orderin' or payin' for it" 

' " Do you mane to tell me, Pats^, that you've 
mastered the trick the conjewrin' man had wid him 
the other night to bring three different liquors out 
iv the mouth of wan bottle ? " 

<«I wouldn't go so far as that, Mr. R^an," 
sez Patsey. ** Thim bottles are very hard and con- 
trary, and like to brake in wan's hands with the 
strength iv the pishogue. But if I had a good big 
barrel I might be able to do something iv that 
nature," sez he. 

*** That's aisy come be," sez Foxey Reggn. 
•'There*s a barrel there in the comer," sez he, 
** tiiat's full of good whiskey, if that would do." 

* " Troth that's the very thing I was wantin' for 
me purpose," sez Patsey. 

^<' It would pass the wit iv man to bring three 
liquors out iv that barrel," sez Foxey. 
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' '< Who's talkin' iv man at all in this business ? ** 
sez Patsey. 

• "Is it *the good people' you mane thin?" sez 
Foxey, in a frightened kind iv whisper. 

* " I name no names," sez Patsey, *• an' it's 
naythur laughy nor lucky to do the like," sez he. 
** But whomsoever they may be," sez he, " I've 
a pishogue," sez he, ** to make thim do me biddin' 
in the thing I have in me mind." 

•** Are you sure iv it, emock ? " 

•"Sure an' sartin," sez Patsey, «if you'll be 
sed be me." 

'"Bedad I'll do yer biddin', and why not? 
Sure it would be mighty conva)mient to draw three 
liquors out iv the same barrel, an' all good you're 
telUn' me." 

* « The best," sez Patsey, " an' never want fillin'. 
What would ye say now to brandy and port 
wine along wid the whiskey tiiiat's in it already ?" 
sez he. 

*** I'd ax nothin' better," sez Foxey. 

• " Go thin," sez Patsey, " an' get a big gimlet 
and three cocks, and I'll show ye what I'm 
able to do. But don't say a word about it to a 
sowl or you'll spile tiiie thing all out Bid thim 
all keep clear iv the place till you send for 
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them, be it long or short, while the pishogue is 
workin'.** 

^Bedady Foxey did what he was towld as 
obaydient as a child, for he was wan iv those min, 
80 he was, the Lord betune us an' harm, that had 
more belief in the ''good people ** than he had in 
God Almighty. 

* Whin the dure was shut agin on the two iv 
thim, Patsey med ready for his job. 

'He laid die three cocks on the table and 
b^;an borin' a hole in the face iv the cask about 
two fut from the ground 

' " Kneel down here fominst the barrely** sez he 
to Foxey, whin he had the hole very near bored, 

* ''What for, thin ?" sez Foxey. 

'"I want ye to put yer tiiiumb on the hole, 
sez Patsey, "until I have the others bored, for 
that's the way I have in the workin' iv the pish« 
ogue." 

' Well, Foxey did what he was bid as make as 
a three<-year-ould gossoon, an' whin Patsey drew 
out the gimlet he clapped his thumb to it before a 
drop could come. 

' " That's for brandy," sez Patsey. 

' " Faix, I thought I could smell the smell iv 
it," sez Foxey. 
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< ^ Now we'll mek wan for the port wine," scz 
Patsey. " Ifs well to keep thim asunder," sez he, 
" for fear of their mixin'.** 

' Wid that he med another hole about two Ait 
off from the first, and got Foxey to put his other 
thumb upon that 

* *' Now for the whiskey," sez Patsey. " FU put 
that in the middle," sez he, *' because tiiiere's most 
call for it" 

' It must be that he forgot that Foxey had only 
two thumbs on him, for he was in a pucker afther 
he had the hole bored how to stop it 

*"Clap yer tongue to it for a minnit, Mr. 
R^an," sez he, "while I run for the cocks. The 
taste iv the whiskey won't hurt ye." 

* Foxey did as he was bid in a hurry widout 
thinkin', and Patsey med as if to run for the three 
cocks. 

' But whin he had the three iv thim in his hands 
didn't he let a cry out iv him — " Tare an' ages ! 
but I've forgot the pishogue. It's above in the 
cabin it is. Howld yer howlt, Mr. Regan, till I 
come back wid it" 

*Wid that he med offwitfi himself as if the 
divil was at his heels, carryin' the three cocks away 
with him in his hurry, an' lavin' me poor Foxey 
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an his knees forninst the barrel as if he wor sa}rin' 
his momin' prayers to it 

'Faixi curses were more in his line than 
prayers at the time, Vm thinkin' ; but tiiey wor 
smotiiiered up inside iv him, for die sorra word he 
could get out for fear of chokin' himself wid the 
raw whiskey. 

* There he stuck an' there he stayed, for he 
knew that if he moved thumb or tongue the 
whiskey would be out in a flood over the place. 

Meanwhile the election was goin' widout 
him. 

* The doctor down from Dublin was fit to be 
tied whin he counted his min and found one gone 
out iv it But the chairman, who was a friend of 
Dr. Maguire's, tuk no heed of his contrariness. 

• The minnit the clock struck twelve the chair- 
man set to his work. 

* " Time's up, gentlerain," he sed, as brisk as a 
bee on a honeysuckle. 

* " There's a voter absint," sez the doctor from 
DubUn. 

'''Mebbe he'd be here next time," sez the 
chairman. 

• •* I'm onaisy about him," sez the doctor. 
' " I'm not in the laste," sez the chairmaa 
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* ^ I could sind for him/' sez the doctor. 

* ** Don't disturb him on my account," sez the 
chairman. 

* " You'll give him time ?" sez the doctor. 

* ** He may take his own time," sez the chair- 
man ; ''as much as he plazes. Sure, I don't want 
to hurry him." 

* Thin» before ye could cry crack, he had the 
votes tuck» and Dr. Maguire overrowled into the 
place. 

'Whin Dr. Maguire was retumin' thanks for 
the complimint he caught a sight iv Patsey*^ 
innocent face an the edge iv the crowd, and there 
was a thrimble an the boy's eyelid at the momint» 
and faix, I think the omadaun got the full share 
iv the thanks that was goin'. 

'But nobody could guess what had come to 
Foxey Regan at all at alL The election was no 
sooner over than the doctor from Dublin was off 
like a redshank to find him, wid the crowd hot* 
fut afther him. 

' " Where's yet master? " he cried to the man 
behmd the counter, burstin' into the shop. 

'" He's within in the bar parlour, yer honner," 
sez the man, " and he lift orders that none was to 
disturb him widout he towld thim to do it" 
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* " Faix, rU soon disturb him," sez the doctor, 
an' he turned the handle and burst into the room, 
wid the schoolmaster and Andy Brennan and Owen 
Connolly the first min up behind him. 

* Bedad they all stopped short on the mortial 
minnit at the sight fominst thim. 

* There was Foxey Regan kneelin' in front iv 
the big whiskey barrel, wid his hands round it, and 
him kissin' it 

' " It's drunk he is," sez Andy Brennan. 

* " Or mad," sez Owen Connolly. 

*"Are you transmogrified out iv yer sivin 
sinces man?" sez the schoolmaster to Foxey. 
''Arise from that ondaycint an' unchristian attitude 
at wanst," sez he. 

' But sorra word or a stir anywan iv thim could 
knock out iv Foxey. 

* The doctor med a rush at him, but Foxey let 
out a kick with his right fut which tuck him in the 
pit iv the stomach and sent him back agin the 
wall 

*"Get up out iv that, ye bosthoon," sez the 
schoolmaster in plain English. But Foxey only 
let drive another kick wid the left fut that nearly 
kicked the shoe off himself. 

* Wid that Owen Connolly, who had always a 

F 
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quare temper iv his own, stooped down and tuck 
him be the slack iv the breeches and plucked him 
from the barrel as you'd pluck a snail from the 
wall. 

*The whiskey burst out afther him in three 
spouts, an' very near choked and drowned the man, 
and filled the room a foot deep. 

* " It's a trate," sez somewan in the crowd, " a 
trate, boys, from Foxey Regan in honour of Dr. 
Maguire's election. Yer sowls to glory, did ye iver 
hear betther nor that?" 

' Bedad there was a rush and a scrimmage for 
mugs and glasses an' tin cans, and it's little iv the 
whiskey wint to waste I can promise ye. 

* In the midst iv it all in comes Patsey the 
Omadaun runnin', wid the three cocks in his hands. 

Y'l have the pishogue ready, Mr. Regan," he 
shouted. Thin, as he laid eyes an Foxey Regan 
lyin' an th' flure half drowned in whiskey, and 
bubblin' curses out iv him, "Oh! murther in 
Irish, why didn't ye howld yer howlt as I towld ye 
an* I'd have done the trick for ye ? " 

'"Never fret, Patsey, emock," sez the school- 
master in a sort of whisper, " troth you did the trick 
right enough for him, I'm thlnkin'.** 

< Foxey was so soaked in whiskey that he cud 
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drink nothin' but cowld wather for a month, which 
was a hard thing on any man. 

' '' Sure it was a judgmint on me/' he sez to 
the schoolmaster afterwards. ^ What right had I 
to make or meddle with a fool of the kind ? But 
the pishogue was all right, Fm thinkin', only it 
come late."* 



Fa 
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IV 
HOW PATSEY PLAYED WITH DYNAMITE 

It was a stirring time in the little town of Kill- 
clougher. Two events of great local importance 
had wakened it up from its habitual sleepiness. 
The first was the capture of a celebrated poteen 
distiller, who had long eluded the police, but whose 
still had been at last discovered in the dungeon of 
an old castle in the neighbourhood of the town. 
There was much sympathy amongst the inhabi- 
tants* of the town with this enterprising and popu- 
lar tradesman, whose whiskey was good and cheap, 
and not the less relished by the gentle and simple 
because it * never paid sixpence to the Queen/ 

But by degrees the secret oozed out that the 
poteen maker had informed on himself under 
another name. The distillery was captured, not 
the distiller, and for his still and worm he got from 
the Government a reward sufficient to buy a new 
equipment to set him up in business elsewhere, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



PATSEY PLAYED WITH DYNAMITE 69 

and he moreover secured a magnificent advertise- 
ment from the s}rmpathetic and approving natives. 
But even the excitement of the capture of the 
poteen still soon yielded to the larger excitement 
of the new waterworks. Heretofore Killclougher 
supplied itself by pots and cans, and barrels slung 
on wheels, with water from a well about a mile out- 
side the town. The prospect of water brought 
in pipes into the very houses themselves was too 
astounding to be realised by the local imagina- 
tion. Incredulity mingled with impatience. 

* Seein' is believinV said Peter Rattigan ; ' we'll 
have the water runnin' upstairs in the big houses 
about the time the pigs begin to fly, I'm tbinkin'.' 

* I dunno what call they had to be wastin' time 
and money on foolery of the kind/ grumbled 
Darby Fathy ; ' sure they had enough an' lavin's 
iv water comin' into thim from the well.' 

Injustice to Darby, it must be said that he 
never wasted water on himself, especially when 
there was any other liquor to be had. 

But Mickey Costigan warmly approved of the 
project, and I shared his approval. Let it be con- 
fessed that it was the means, not the end, that 
wakened our joint enthusiasm. The workmen 
were engaged in excavating with dynamite a 
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reservoir in a rocky hill about a mile outside the 
town. Ever and again the dull thud of a great 
explosion would shock the earth and air like an 
earthquake. 

To us boys there was a fearful delight in the 
performance. We were, It must be c<Hifessed» a 
constant source of fright and worry to the superin^ 
tendent The same instinct that draws the moth 
to the candle drew us to the place when an ex- 
plosion was imminent It was a miracle we were 
not blown into little bits. We pilfered, moreover, 
odds and mds of dynamite— enough to make 
mincemeat of our worthless little carcasses — and 
carried them about with twine and nails and 
cobbler's wax, and peg-tops and marbles, in our 
trousers pockets. We organised explosions of our 
own which blew up the market cross, and kq>t the 
town in a condition of feverish and fascinating 
excitement 

No wonder that these tremendous events 
coloured the stories of Peter Rattigan. 

' Patsey the Omadaun,' he began abruptly, 
' was ever an' always up at the blastin' work, all 
the same,' he added, with a severe look at Mickey 
Costigan, ' as other omadauns I've heard tell of that 
would be better employed attindin' to their work.' 
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* What was it, Peter, they wor blastin' in those 
parts — was it waterworks they wor afther ? ' asked 
Mickey, innocently. 

But Peter was not to be betrayed into details. 
'How can I tell the like of tha^P'he said. 'I 
wasn't there at the time. Mebbe it was a railway 
they wor makin' and mebbe it wasn't Be that as 
it may, Patsey was always fiddlin' about with the 
dynamite and lettin' off shots with it agin the 
rocks. 

*Faix, it was a lie for me to say "ever and 
always," for he had other work on hand at the 
time. I towld ye before he was a clever boy at 
anything that he'd turn his hand to, and the 
humour tuck him to make poteen the way he saw 
it done when he was only a bit iv a gossoon. Now 
most people whin they want to make poteen find 
a saycrit place for thimselves in a bog or a moun* 
tain or a cave or an owld ainchint ruin, and gene- 
rally 'tis the smoke out iv the fire that finds thim 
out for the polls. But nothing wold plaze me 
bowld Patsey but to make it within his own cabin 
and bum the smoke up his own chimney. 

•Well, me dears, the omadaun's luck stud to 
him still, for the polis never heard tell iv so foolish- 
some a thing as a man makin' poteen within on his 
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own kitchin fire. So whin it got to be plinty in the 
place they went stravagin' backwards and forwards^ 
night and mom, through the hills and theb(^s and 
the owld ainchint ruins, but sorra wan iv thim ever 
thought of lookin' at what was fominst thim, all as 
wan as you'd see a man sairch high and low for his 
specs which wor on his own head all the time 
within an inch of the two eyes that wor sarchin' 
for thim. 

* There was a chief of polis in them parts that 
tuck great pride out iv himself. He thought there 
was no sich man goin', but faix there wom't many 
others that thought the same thing about him. 
He wasn't more nor five fut high, wid a moustache 
as big as himself very near. From his size and 
his strut the naybours put the name iv the ** bantam 
cock " on him, and sorra other name he was known 
be far or near. 

* Well, me dears, Alexander Freeney— for that 
was me gintleman's rale name — was dead set on 
findin' out who was makin' the poteen under his 
very nose as it wor. So he marched an' he counter- 
marched through the country-side and poked 
his nose into every rabbit-hole that was in it ; but 
sorra wan bit he was nearer at the ind nor he was 
at the beginnin' to the thing he was after. 
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* It wasn't for want iv information he failed in 
his work, for every wan had a new story for him 
every day, till at last the childer tuck the game up 
for themselves, and used to be shoutin' after him 
in the street a rhyme they had on him : — 

Catch, catch, can 

My little man 
Drink your nuff and take your fill 
When you find the whiskey still. 

* The little man was that mad over the business 
that wan time he drew his sword on the craturs as 
they wor shoutin' after him, and he would have 
murdered some iv thim all out if an owld woman 
hadn't dashed it out iv his hand with a rollin'-pin. 

*. His way from his own house to the town led 
be Patsey's cabin, an' he passed it night an' mom- 
in', an' only a mud wall betwe^ himself and what 
he was lookin' for. 

' It happened wan day that he wanted a light 
for his seegar — ^for he didn't think an honest 
dhudeen good enough for the likes of him — and 
where did he go luck for it but into the cabin 
where Patsey was busy at his work in the face iv 
a big black pot on a roaring turf fire. 

* Well me gintleman walked straight over to the 
fire and lifted a coal wid the bit iv a tongs that was 
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lyin' be the hearth, and lit his seegar, and stood 
there smokin' and takin' his aize as if the place 
belonged to him. 

* " You're hot there, yer honour," sez Patsey, 
thinkin' of the game of hide and seek, that the 
childer do be playin', and humourin' the joke. 

* ** Faix, it's bumih* you are " — for the tail ind 
iv his uniform began to smoke wid the hate. 

* The chief tuck a big jump back from the fire. 

* " You are not so hot now," sez Patsey, all as 
wan as if it wpr the game he wor playin' still 

* " Don't I know that, ye fool," sez the chief, 
•* widout you're tellin' me I " 

* " Sure, I thought it was no harm to mention it," 
sez Patsey ; " I thought it might be iv use to you 
in what you wor lookin' for," sez he. 

* Thin Freeney remembered that it was an oma- 
daun he had in Patsey. "Those fook," he 
thought to himself, '' oftentimes hear more than 
they tell. I'll draw him out," he thought ; but who 
was drawn out, and who was tuck in, it's not for me 
to say. 

* " That*s a big pot, Patsey," sez the chief, be 
way of b^nnin' the talk. 

* "Faix, an' it id want to be big," sez Patsey, 
" an' the work I have for it" 
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* ** What afre you cookin' in it at prisint ? " sez 
the chief. 

'"Poteen, bedad," sez Patsey, lettin' a big, 
foolish laugh out iv himself. 

* The chief laughed too to humour the joke, well 
plazed that Patsey drew down of his own accord 
the thing he wanted to talk about 

* " Jokes aside, Patsey," he sez out iv a thought, 
** there does be a dale iv the same med in these 
parts/' 

• " Vm sure and sartin iv that," sez Patsey. 

* « Not a hundred mile from here," sez the 
chief. 

* " An' nearer agin," sez Patsey. 

'"I wish I cud lay me two hands on the 
vagabond that does be makin' it," sez the chief. 

*" An' what would ye do on him if ye caught 
him itself? " sez Patsey. 

' ** I'd imprison him, and fine him and confisgate 
him all out," sez the chief. 

«^« Mebbe, now," sez Patsey, " the poor boy that 
does it has no harm in it" 

* " Oh, the thief and vagabone of the world," 
sez the chief j " don't he know it's agin the law iv 
the land?" 

* " An' is it now? " sez Patsey, " and faix, that's 
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a bad job for him, the poor boy» if he was caught, 
I'm thinkin'.'* 

y '< There'd be a reward for thim tbat'd help 
to catch him," sez the chief, ladin' up to what he 
wanted. 

' ^* Bedad, I think I cud help in that wajrs me- 
self if I wor put to it," sez Patsey. 

*"Now, do ye tell me so?" sez the chief. 
« Do you suspect who's makin' it ? " sez he. 

*"Faix, it's more nor suspicion wid me," s&i 
Patsey. " I know the look iv the boy well," sez 
he, "that does be makin' it" 

* " What is his name ? " sez the chief, in a great 
hurry all out 

' " He nivir yit towld me his name," sez Patsey 

« « What is he like ? " sez the chief " Describe 
him to me," sez he, " an* I'll soon find him." 

* " Now, I'd be hard set to do that same," sez 
Patsey, " for I nivir yit got a straight look at him, 
though we wor often alone altogether," sez he. 
" He's a boy very like me own self, I'm thinkinV 

' Afther that the chief got a notion that it was 
all foolishness. But he didn't give in yit 

*"Did ye ever see him at work, Patsey?" he 
asked. 

* " Troth, an' I did so," s'tz Patsey. 
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• " An' cud ye bring me to the place and let me 
ketch him in the act ? " sez the chief. 

***Faix, an' I cud, to be sure," sez Patsey; 
^ there's no trouble at all in the like iv that" 

*** But whin?" 

' ** On the mortial minute," 

'"That won't do for me," sez the chief. " I 
must have me min armed and ready," ^z he. 
" I've no doubt it is a murderin' villain. Cudn't ye 
say to-night ? " 

*"That would be no manner iv use," sez 
Patsey. " Sure, he nivir works be the night time. 
Besides, hell have finished the job he has in hand 
in an hour's time if he is left at it, and he won't 
begin agin mebbe for a week." 

' " If I come back agin in a week's time can 
you help me to catch him at work?" sez the 
chief. 

* " Faix, I can so if I want to. But mebbe I'd 
get into trouble meself if he was caught" 

* " There's not the laste taste of fear of that, me 
man. On the contrary, you'll be handsomely 
rewarded," sez he. 

'"Didn't I hear you talkin' a minute ago 
about finin' and jailin' and confisgation and the 
like?" 
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* " Oh, that's for the blaguard poteen maker." 

*"Mebbe I'd get me share iv it at the same 
time?" 

'"There's no danger of that, I'm tellin' ye. 
The ruflfian will never know you informed on him. 
I'll kape the saycrit close for you. He'll never do 
ye hurt or harm.** 

• " Troth, I'll belave ye in that any way," sez 
Patsey. " Well, I'll think over it, yer honour," sez 
he, " but I don't say I'll do it, for fear I'd get me- 
self into some sort iv trouble." 

* " An' now I'll be biddin' yer honour the time 
of day," he sez, " for I've me work to do, an* if 
ye do be interruptin' me I'll nivir be through wid it" 

« So the " bantam cock " wint down the hill- 
side steppin' short an' high, and well plazed 
and proud out iv himself that he had over- 
perswaded Patsey the Omadaun to turn "stag" on 
the poteen maker. 

' But whin he kem again at the ind iv the week 
and axed him to lade him to where the still was, 
Patsey swore he cudn't lade him wan fut nearer 
than where he was at the prisint moment, and 
laughs so bud at the joke iv it that the chief kem 
back to his first mind that it was a fool he had in 
it, and rose out iv him for that while. 
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'Meanwhile me bowld Patsey was makin' 
money hand over fist out iv the poteen, and 
Foxey Regan didn't like the way things wor goin* 
at all at all. 

* His custom was droppin' off now that people 
cud get the liquor good and chape at their own 
door, and there was nivir a better drop med in 
any place, for the boy, as I towld ye, was cliver in 
whatever he put his hand to. 

' Afther another while Foxey Regan began to 
have a notion that Patsey was at the bottom iv 
the business. Even thin he had no thought that 
the boy was sich an omadaun as to bring in a still 
into his own cabin an' mek the " hard stuff" openly 
in the face iv the world an' the polis. He 
bethought himself iv the trick iv the conjewror 
man whom he saw wid his own eyes mek three 
liquors come out iv wan empty bottle full iv 
water, an' he notioned that Patsey had some 
pishc^e from the good people to make poteen 
the same ways. 

* He was ever an' always lurkin' and loiterin' 
round the cabin, spyin' what he could find out 
But what bet him intirely was the aisy way Patsey 
wint through his business^ givin' no heed to him 
nor his doin's. 
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' Oftentimes he got the strong smell iv poteen 
about the place, an' he med sure it come from the 
big empty barrel that stood at the gable ind to 
howld the rain, but whin he tasted it sorra ha'porth 
was in it only water, and that dirty into the 
bargain. 

'Bedad, the luck can often do what skamin' 
can't Wan day as Foxey Regan was mouchin' 
around the place lookin' for the barrel or the jar 
that Patsey had stuck the pishogue on, didn't he 
pull out from an owld '' coUough " near the fireplace 
an illigant still an' worm. 

* Ye don't know what a " coUough " is. Master 
Watty ? ' Peter interrupted to explain. * Musha, 
an' more shame to thim that has the tachin' iv 
ye. Well, thin, a ''coUough" is just a bulge out 
in the wall, as if wan wor goin' to push a hole in 
it an' stopped wid his work half-done. 

* Bedad, an' Foxey Regan was proud iv himself 
intirely at the find he med, and patted himself on the 
back as the cutest man in the country-side, though 
it was chance helped him that time, not cunnin'. 

'"Who'd iver think iv that," sez he, "that 
the bluest omadaun that iver stepped in shoe 
leather wud go to make poteen regular within his 
own cabin, an' the chief Freeney in an' out wid 
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him ivery day iv the week an' niver suspectin' any- 
thing? But sure some people cannot see the 
things that are forninst their two eyes." 

* He put the still an' worm back as he found 
thim and sed nothing good or bad to any wan 
about it only to Freeney, the chief of the polls. 
That night he was down hot-fut to the chiefs 
house, and found him within smokin' a big seegar 
and drinkin' claret wine. I only tasted that same 
wanst meself, and Fd rather have buttermilk, if 
you'd belave me, any day iv the week. 

* " Well, me good man," sez Freeney, " and what 
brings you here at this unsaisonable hour iv the 
night?" 

*"It was about a sazin* I kem," sez Foxey, 
wonderin' how he guessed what was on his mind ; 
** but sure it can stand over till the momin'," sez 
he ; " there's no hurry on me," sez he. 

*''I dunno what you are talkin' about, me 
good man," sez the chief, " wid yerself and yer 
sazin'"; and wid that Foxey saw he'd been too 
hasty with his word, an' he wint back on himself a 
little bit 

* •* I hear tell, yer honour," sez he, " that there's 
a reward goin' about the poteen-makin'." 

G 
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*«Thafs so" scz the other; •'twinty pounds, 
no less." 

* Faix, Foxey's two eyes wor near startin' out 
iv his head with the talk iv such a big lob iv 
money as that '^ I come to give information that 
may lade to its discovery," sez he. 

*"Ye may save yer breath to cool yer por- 
ridge" sez the chief; ^there's a man before ye in 
the business." 

*Wid that poor Foxe/s heart wint down into 
his boots at the thought iv the money sltppin' 
through his fingers. ^ An' what's his name ? " sez 
he, in a wake kind iv whisper. 

• « I don't mind tellin' ye," sez the chief, " that 
his name is Patrick O'Rourke." 

' <' Is it Patsey the Omadaun ye mane be 
that ? " stammered poor Foxey, for he med full sure 
thin that the chief had been beforehand wid him. 

• " The same," sez the chief 

• •* Thin I may as well be goin'," sez Foxey, 
" since ye caught the man for yerself," sez he. 

' " I haven't exactly captured him yet," sez the 
chief; "but O'Rourke has promised to give me 
information about him. He knows the man well," 
sez he. 

' Bedad, wid that Foxey began to roar wid 
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the laughin', fit to split his sides, an' the *^ bantam 
cock " got red in the gills at the sight iv him. 

* " This is most ondaycint behaviour," sez he. 

* " I beg yer honour's pardon," sez Foxey, 
hardly able to spake wid the dint iv the laughin'. 
" Troth, that bangs Banagher," sez he, " Banagher 
bangs the divil. So Patsey the Omadaun knows 
the man, inagh ! Faith, that's like enough, too, 
seein' he's the man himself." And wid that he up 
an' towld the whole story out iv a face how he 
found the still and the worm in the collough that 
momin'. 

* " I suspected the fellow from the first," sez the 
chief. " I played wid him," sez he, '< as a cat would 
play wid a mouse. But ye needn't mention the 
details to outsiders, me good man," sez he. 

* " An* the reward you must have it," sez the 
chief, " if you'll be sed be me in the business, and 
keep a quiet tongue in yer head." 

* So the two boyos med their plan that they 
wud call the next day, in the evenin' time, at 
Patsey's cabin, "for that's the time he does be 
mostly in," sez the chief, ** an* we must try to take 
the bird on the nest We will bring a detachment 
iv polls wid us," sez he, " and you'll see for yer- 
self how I'll dale wid the fellow," sez he. 

G3 
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* Poor Patsey was fominst the fire, thinkin' no 
harm, whin widout "be yer lave," or "wid yer 
lave," the chief strutted in at the door, the livin' 
picture iv the bantam cock he was called afther, 
wid Foxey Regan snakin' afther him like a hen 
that*d be moultin'. 

* The chief was on for a joke wid Patsey before 
he tuck him an' his still. So he began wid his 
humbuggin' the poor innocent boy. 

• " Halloa, O'Rourke ! " sez he ; " glad to find ye 
at home," sez he; an' at the tone iv his voice 
Patsey looked up suddin' and cocked his ears like 
a rabbit's at the sound iv a dog's bark. 

' " Thank yer honour kindly," was all he sez, as 
make and mild as new milk. 

* " I won't ax ye what's in the big pot," sez the 
chief, " bekase I happen to know," sez he ; " nor 
what's in the coUough aither," sez he, with a hum- 
buggin' kind iv a smile. 

* Thin wid the wind iv the word Patsey knew 
the whole murder was out But sorra wan turn it 
tuck out iv him. Only he caught up a long-shaped 
parcel that was lyin' on the table fominst him like 
a small bit iv a lump iv stick wrapped in brown 
paper, an' began tossin' it into the air and 
catchin' it first in wan hand and thin in the other 
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and whistlin' a quick tune to humour the dancin' 
ivit 

'"Whafs that— what's that?" sez the chief, 
surprised at the quareness iv the omadaun, and 
thinkin' he had him nabbed safe in any case. 

*"Faix, thafs a quare thing, too," sez Patsey, 
betune two whistles. 

* " What* s a quare thing ? " sez the chief, makin' 
full sure it was a fool he had in it 

'"It's only a small taste iv dynamite," sez 
Patsey, tossin' it very near to the rafthers, " wid per- 
cussin' caps at both inds iv it," sez he, "that I 
got beyant at the quarries. Sorra a thing it's like 
but a lump iv putty," he sez ; " and for as small as 
it is, an' as mane as it looks, if it fell out iv me 
hands on the flure, it has the power in itself," sez 
he, " to scatter the house an' all that's in it like a 
box iv matches." 

'Wid that he tossed it up agin as high as 
before, and caught it wid a smack in his fist 

* Bedad, whin he heard the word the chief let a 
roar out iv him an' the colour wint from his face, 
barrin' the moustache. 

• " Put it down, ye madman," he shouted, edgin' 
for the dure. " Put it down at wanst" 

* " Niver fear, yer honour," sez Patsey. " Sure 
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I wouldn't drop it in a wake of Sundays,*^ and he 
sint it spinnin' to the rafthers agin and let on to 
fumble in his catch as it kem down, 

* Bedad, the chief didn't wait to see the ind iv 
the business^ for he med wan bolt through the dure, 
as a rabbit from a burrow wid a ferret at his 
heels, an' for as quick as he was Foxey was before 
him. 

* " Run," the chief shouted to his min outside, 
"run for yer lives!" And ye niver saw sich 
runnin' and chasin' as there was down the hill« 
side at the word and the sight iv him. Sorra 
wan iv thim cried halt till they wor safe in the 
town. 

* Patsey watched thim over the half-dure till 
they wor out iv sight. Thin he wint back to the 
table with his lump iv dynamite in his hand and 
opened the brown paper and .took out two good 
ounces iv plug tobakey. He cut a good knob iv 
it with his jack-knife and chopped it into shavin's 
and tazed it wid his fingers and crammed his 
dhudeen wid it, and lit it wid a coal out iv the 
fire. 

* " I think I aimed that smoke, anyways," he 
sez, laughin' to himself. 

* Whin the chief and Foxey and the polls crept 
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back to nab him at night-time they found the 
poor boy snorin' paisably in his bed, wid the tobakey 
in the brown paper beside him. But there was 
nayther tale nor tidin's iv poteen or still about the 
place from that out' 
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V 

HOW PATSEY EMPLOYED THE IRON MAN 

* Arrah, let me alone now, can't you, Master Watty. 
Sure, it's tired talkin' I am, an* have me work to 
look afther.' 

But I was not discouraged by the protest, for I 
knew by the pleased twinkle in Peter's eyes that 
the story was coming. 

* What happened next to Patsey the Omadaun, 
is it ? * he went on grumblingly. * Faix, many a 
quare thing happened to him if I had time to tell 
thim. Can't I tell wan ivthim at a time? Who asked 
ye to put in yer gab, Mickey Costigan ? I cud, an' 
tell two iv thim at a time if I'd a mind to do it 
Ye dunno how that cud be wid only the wan 
mouth on me, and you stitchin' wid a double 
thread wid the wan needle and the wan eye to it. 
Faix, it's hard to tache ye sinse or dacincy. Give 
no heed to him, Master Watty, and don't take 
afiher him, whatever ye do. Sure, the sooner I 
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begin the story the sooner 'twill be over, wid the 
Uesrin' iv God. 

'Well, thin, I was tellio* ye the last time how 
Patsey saved himself be his foolishness, lettin' on to 
mistake tobakey for dynamite. Afther that he rose 
out of potheen makin* altogether. Wid wan thing an' 
another he had saved a tidy bit iv money — near hand 
to a hundred pound, Vm towld — ^and he was on the 
look-out to better himself. There was a naybour 
of his, a man iv the name iv Maloney, that tuck the 
notion to go to America, and he comfortable at 
home wid a nice place iv his own an' a low rent 
on it, and no wan to say aye, yis, or no to him in 
anything he'd be afther. But he was always a 
rovin', restless blade iv a boy who cudn't contint 
himsdf quietly anywhere, an' his nice place was 
a disgrace to the countfy-side, and the way he 
kep' it up. 

*Well, whin Patsey found he was on for 
America didn't he buy the place off iv him out iv 
hand wid the money he had put by, and set to 
work, labourin' from momin' till night, and begin- 
nin' agin fresh the next momin' to put things to 
rights on it 

* In three months ye wudn't know it for the 
same place that it was before. ' The boy had put 
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a new thatch on the cottage, that shone like yellow 
gold in the sunlight, and the rose trees that wor 
staggerin' and scramblin' over the walls didn't he 
train thim and help thim to cover the place with 
posies that looked in wid their purty red faces at 
the windows, and sint their sweet breath before 
thim all through the place ? 

* There was a garden at the back wid a weeney 
little river runnin' through the middle iv it, talkin' 
to itself all the time like a child at its play, and 
fruit trees and flowers keepin' aich other company* 
Nowhere in the country-side was there a place the 
birdies liked so well as that same garden. They 
wor there ever an' always, in the spring and the 
summer time, flyin' and flutterin', half mad wid the 
joy iv the sunshine, and singin' as if they'd never 
lave off, wid a bit iv an apple or a cherry or the 
like ready for breakfast or supper. 

* Faix, Patsey wasn't the boy to begrudge thim 
their bit or sup they tuck. ** Sure the music ped 
for it," he used to be sayin', " and chape at that'* 
But, above all an' beyant all, he was proud iv his 
row iv beehives in the comer, wid a low lazy hum 
out iv thim that seemed to be part iv the sunshine. 
I declare to me word that he was that good to the 
bees with trakle an' sugar an' the like, that the 
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little cratereens knew him and would follow him 
about the garden like Christians. 

' Patsey's new place was on the straight road 
to Roiy Maguire's, an' Rory Maguire himself, 
comin' and goin* to market, would see the boy 
at work, an' bid him the time iv day in passin'. 

* At buyin* or sellin* or plantin'orgrowin' there 
wasn't a cuter cratur goin' than the same Patsey« 
It got about on him that he was lucky in those 
things an' oftentimes Rory himself would stop to 
have a word wid him about the breedin' and rarin' 
of a baste or the plantin' iv a crop or the like. 

* It was a long time he was there before he saw 
sight or light iv Biddy. Maguire. But wan day, as 
he was standin' in front iv the house, she wint by 
slowly in a print gown, lookin' as bright an' fresh 
as the May momin'. 

' It chanced that she looked in as he looked 
out, an' she stopped hesitatin' like, an' wid that he 
up an' he jumps the wall in front iv the house, and 
out on the road wid him fominst her, and him in his 
shirt sleeves. 

* " The top iv the momin* to ye, Miss Maguire," 
he seZf " an' it's yerself that's out bright an' 
early." 

* " The same to ye, Patsey," sez she, smilin' on 
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him, " and it's a purty place ye have there, and the 
flowers are lovely wid ye." 

* Wid that he plucked a red rose off a bush and 
offered it to her as innocent as you'd give a goody 
to a child 

* But the girl coloured redder nor the rose as 
she tuck it from him, and stuck it in the buzzum iv 
her dress. 

' " Thank ye kindly," she sez, " you cud give me 
nothin' I'd like better; an' now I must be 
gom. 

* He didn't say yis, aye, or no to that, an' mebbe 
she thought he wouldn't be in such a hurry to part 
with her ; but be that as it may, she walked off 
mighty smart widout wanst lookin' behind 

' She kem by oftentimes afther that about the 
same hour, and Patsey always had a kind word or 
a flower for her, but she never sted for more than 
a minnit or so, and there was no talk iv courtin' 
between thim at all at all. 

* Now ye mustn't run away wid the story that 
it was sw^thartin' they wor that time, for Patsey 
had no notion at all iv the like. He thought her 
lovely to look at all the same as the purty posies, 
and her voice was soft on his ears as the singin' iv 
the birds. But beyant that sorra thrawneen he 
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cared for her or any other girl at the time, only he 
was tender-hearted and civil spoken to the whole 
IV thim. 

* Wan week she didn't come, and thin the next, 
and thin a lonesomeness kem on the boy, an' he 
missed her passin' through and fro as you'd miss a 
gleam of sunshine in cloudy weather. But that 
was only an odd time in the momin', for it med no 
hindrance in his aitin' nor drinkin' nor workin' nor 
sleepin' whether she come or stayed. 

' It happened wan day in the autumn he was 
mowin' a small lock iv airly clover. Bedad he 
looked grand in his shirt sleeves wid his strong 
arms bared to the elbows, slashin' all before him wid 
the bng sweep iv his sythe, and the bright sted 
flashed in the sun as it flew, and the purty flowers 
lay piled behind like small red waves on a green sea. 

* He stopped for a momint and stretched and 
straightened himself, and wiped the sweat wid wan 
hand from his forehead ; sorra finer boy you'd see 
anywhere, wid the broad shoulders and strong 
round arms iv him an' a fine colour in his 
face, an' the blue eyes bluer for the red of 
his cheeks. 

' A quare low sound kem to his ears on the still 
hot air from the other side of the whitethorn hedge 
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that shut Rory Maguire's field from his own, an' he 
stopped to listen to it. 

* " Bedad it*s a leprechaun/' he sez to himself, 
an' his heart jumped at the thought iv it. For be 
all accounts there was a dale of leprechauns in thim 
parts at the time. 

' He stole round to where there was a gap in 
the thick hedge, and begor Fatsey could walk as 
light as a cat very near iv he was put to it. The 
little birdies on the bushes never heard him comin'. 
There was a small clump of hazel trees just beyant 
the openin' in the hedge, wid the white nuts in 
thick clusthers on ivery branch, and through the 
crevices in the branches he could get a glimpse iv 
something red an' white in the heart iv the clump. 
Then he med sure all out that he had the lepre- 
chaun cotched. 

* The quare sound seemed quarer than iver as 
he drew near to it, walkin' lighter than his own 
shadow that crept afther him on the thick grass. 
It was that sorrowful that he began to think, 
after all, that it was a banshee he had in it, 
not a leprechaun. But thin he always heard 
tell that a banshee does be shoutin* and bawlin'. 
But this sound was as low as the song iv a little 
rivereen hidin' under the green leaves from the 
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sun, and makin' sad music for itself as it creeps 
slowly in an' out through the woods, as if loath to 
lave it. 

* Patsey med niver a sound till he got round to 
the openin' that led to the heart of the clump iv 
hazel trees, and peeped in. His eyes an' his mouth 
opened wide at the sight he saw there, an' he was 
hard set to keep himself from shoutin' wid the sur- 
prise iv it 

' Sorra leprechaun was there at all at all. But 
poor Biddy Maguire, the cratur, half sittin' an' half 
lyin' on a mossy bank, that was in it, an' she cryin' 
her purty eyes out 

* A purtier sight you wouldn't see in a summer 
day's walk than that same colleen. Through the 
cracks in the green roof iv the hazel clump the sun 
spilt drops iv gold on her, now on her cheek, now 
on her hair that gave the gold back again, and the 
light and shadows played and danced round her 
like the " good people " at their divilment 

'The sight of her at that moment would have 
softened the heart iv a wheelbarrow. Poor Patsey 
was always a tinder natured boy, and was lost for 
some way to comfort her. 

* He stamped his fut on a dry twig that lay in 
his path, an' at the crack iv it she looked and saw 
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him comin'. Wid a cry like a birdie caught in a 
trap she jumped to her feet She was purtierthan 
iver at that minnit Her cheeks were redder than 
the roses in June, and her eyes bluer than the 
patches iv summer sky in the high green roof 
iv the trees. Her hair went down in thick clusters 
to her waisti and a smile looked out through the 
tears in her eyes and trembled on her lips. 

• « Oh, Mr. O'Rourke, you frightened me," she 
sed ; but she stretched her soft, warm hand to him 
as she spoke the word, an' he tuck it an' kept it 

* Twas a grate chance intirely for any wan who 
had the laste taste iv gumption. But sure Patsey 
was no more nor an omadaun at that time, and 
had no ** grab " at all for colleens. 

* It's hard to say what girls like or don't like, 
and they're slow to tell the truth about it But 
I'm thinkin' myself, be it right or wrong, that if 
he tuck her in his arms and kissed her on the 
mortial minnit she'd be none too ill-plazed what- 
somever she might have let on to him. 

* But in truth she was no more to him at the 
time, wid all her purtiness, than a three-year-old 
child, an' it was pity, not love, that was in his heart 
for hen 

' So, thinkin' it no harm at all, he sat down on 



Digitized by 



Googk 



PATSEY EMPLOYED THE IRON MAN 97 

the green bank beside her and put his arm round 
her waist, and wiped her purty eyes wid the tail iv 
her own print gown. 

* " What's yer trouble, alannah ? " he sez, all as 
wan as iv it wor a child he was speakin' to. 
" Mebbe now an' I could help ye out iv it" 

* " No wan can help me," sez she, lookin' at him 
out from under her eyes, *'only God, iv it wor 
plazin' to Him, which it isn't," sez she. 

•"Ye might tell me what it is anyways," sez 
he. 

' " Where's the good ? " sez she 

' " Where's the harm ? " sez he. 

' " I'm ashamed," sez she. 

* " Then ye needn't be," sez he. 

* " Well, thin," sez she, " if ye want so much to 
know, it's me daddy is strivin' to marry me to a 
man that I hate worse nor poison," sez she. 

' At the talk about marryin' she got redder 
nor iver, and he cud feel her heart batin' fast under 
his arm iv he had any feelin' at all in him. But 
sorra stir it tuck out iv the omadaun. 

* " What's his name," sez he, " if I might mek so 
bowld as to ax it ? " 

• " Regan is his name," sez she ; " but it won't 
niver be mine, for I'd die first" 

H 



Digitized by 



Googk 



98 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

* She tuck a rise out iv Patsey that time. 
***Sure ye don't mane Foxey R^jan?" he 

cried out in his surprise. 

• ** The same," sez she, " an* faix it's no lie to 
call him so. Sure he's foxey be name and foxey 
be natur, an' he's got the soft sideJv me diiddy 
wid his owld talk about his money an' his land" 

'••But you're not goin' to marry the likes iy 
him, acushia ? " 

* ** Not iv he wor strung in diamonds," sez she, 
" not iv me own free will anyways." 

* " What's troublin' ye thin," sez he ; " you're yer 
own mistress," sez he. 

•"The dad is troublm' me," sez she. ••He'll 
mek me marry the owld corrahawn — owld enough 
to be my father — whether I like it or whether I 
don't" 

••• How can that be?" sez he. 

•••Faix iv ye knew me dad," sez she, ''ye 
wouldn't ax that foolish question. There's no 
more rampagious man livin' or more bent on his 
own way. Whin the fit takes him there's no 
howldin' him at all at all. Sure, that was how we 
left our own village and kem here a dozen years 
ago next Shrove." 

• •• Thin how was that now ? " sez Patsey. 
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• " I dunno as I ought to tell ye," sez Biddy ; 
''an' besides, Tve not the ins an' outs iv the story 
meself. But I have enough iv it to show ye the 
kind iv man dad is anyways. Wan night late he 
was comin' home through the village, an' he had a 
small drop takin', but nothing to signify. 'Twas a 
moonlight night, an' he saw the village pump 
standin' straight up black in the white light, wid 
it's wan arm stretched out fominst it. 

*'** Good-night, naybour,' sez me father; an' 
he tuck the handle and shook it as if it wor a 
friend he had in it But the pump, iv coorse, sed 
nothin' good nor bad. 

* " * Have ye ne'er a tongue in yer head that ye 
can't spake when yer spoken to ? ' sez me dad, 
gettin' mad. 

* " But not a word was out iv the pump. 

* " * For three straws I'd knock the ugly head 
off ye,' sez me dad. But the pump gave no heed 
to him or his shoutin'. 

«" < Do ye dare me ? ' sez me dad, facln' up to 
the pump that stood there gr^gin' him. 

<«Wid that he got ravin' mad, and hit it a 
polthouge that nearly bruk his own knuckles, 
and the pain med him madder nor iver. So they 

fought rings round in the moonlight ; but not a 

Ha 
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word nor a stir could he knock out iv the pump« 
The naybours wor drawn out iv their houses wid 
the shoutin' and screechin' he had as he danced 
round the pump, an* batin' it cruel, and darin' it 
to come on ; and they wor ready to split their sides 
wid laughin' at the quare sight they had in it 

* *' But me dad at last med a mad rush at the 
pump and slipped and smashed his nose agin the 
iron head iv it, and fell down sinseless on the road- 
side, an' be the same token his nose is crucked 
from that day to this. 

* •• He niver heard the end iv the story. Even 
the gossoons in the street tuck it up and would 
shout it afther him : * Who bet the iron man I ' till 
wid the dint iv persecution they druv him clane 
out iv the place. Iv his temper was bad before it 
was worse afther, an' I'm in fear an' tremblin' that 
he'll mek me marry Foxey Regan in spite of 
meself unless " 

* " Unless what ? " scz me foolish Patsey. 
• " Unless some wan I like better runs away wid 
me in the manetime." 

* She laughed as if it was a joke she meant 
But she got redder nor iver as she sed it, and gev 
just wan quick look at Patsey. Thin she kep 
lookin' down oa the ground, and her little foot 
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kep tappin' the moss as fast as if it wor a jig she 
was dancin'. 

• " I hope ye won't be driven to that /* sez the 
omadaun. 

* ** It was only jokin' I was," sez she very 
smart, an' edgin' away from him. 

' " Sure, I know that iv coorse," sez Patsey. 
*' But I think I could find another way," sez he, 
"an' an aisier way if you wor to lave it to me." 

* '* I'd be sorry to trouble ye in my affairs, 
Misther O'Rourke," sez she, as cross as two sticks, 
whatever vexed her. 

* " It's no trouble in life, only a pleasure," sez 
Patsey, so good-natured that her anger couldn't 
stand agin him. 

* ** Ye wor always kind-hearted," sez she, lookin' 
at him straight in the face, and tryin' to smile at 
the same time. "Ye wor always kind-hearted 
and willin', but this job is too hard for ye, I'm 
thinkin'." 

* " There is no harm in tryin'," sez Patsey, " an 
try I will this very night. Don't fret. Miss 
Maguire, an' keep a civil tongue in yer head to 
owld Foxey, an' 'twill all come right in the end 
I'll go bail But now I must be goirf to me work." 

* Wid that, if you'll belave me, without ** wid yer 
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lave or by yer lave/' the poor weak-minded 
omadaun turned his back on the purty colleen an* 
left her there afther him, not knowin' whether to 
laugh or cry at the way he trated her. 

* Whin his work was done, Patsey, be way iv no 
harm, strolled down to the village fair and aisy» 
an' as luck would have it the first man he saw was 
the man he wanted to see, Foxey Regan. 

*Foxey was dressed out, iv ye plaze, in his 
Sunday best, an' it a wake day. His red hed was 
plastered and shinin' wid hair oil, an' his sandy 
whiskers clipped like a quick-set hedge. There 
was a smile an' a smirk on the ugly phiz iv him 
that med Patsey wishful to bate him within an 
inch iv his life. The thought iv the likes iv him 
marrjnn' purty Biddy Maguire was as disgustful 
to the boy as a caterpillar trailin' itself over a 
red rose. 

' But he kep' a civil tongue in his head all the 
same, as he bid the colleen herself to do wid Foxey. 

* " Good momin', Mr. Regan," he sez, as polite 
as ye plaze. " Good momin', Patsey," sez Foxey 
Regan, '* an' I'm glad to hear you're comin' on in 
the world." 

• " MiddHn'," sez Patsey ; « but what's the good 
news I'm afther hearing about yerself ? " 
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*"What news is that?" sez Foxey Regan, 
much surprised. 

' " That you're goin' to get married on our 
hands/' sez Patsey. 

• ** Ah, thin, who towld ye that ? " sez Foxey. 
•*'The colleen herself, Biddy Maguire," sez 

Patsey. 

'"An' she's not ill-plazed at the thought iv it, 
I'll go bail," sez Foxey, wid a short laugh out iv 
him, for the consait iv the man was past puttin' 
up wid. 

* ** Fdx, she thinks a dale iv ye, and she talked 
a dale iv ye, and there's no denyin' that," sez me 
bowld Patsey wid a wink that was better nor a lie. 
^But she's fearful her daddy has to be con- 
sulted in the business ; she's sed be him in every- 
thing." 

*"He won't be agin me, I'm thinkin'," sez 
Foxey ; but he didn't seem to be sure iv himself 
aither. •* If s the money he's always afther." 

*'*He's a quare, cross-timpered man," sez 
Patsey. 

' " He is that, an* no mistake,'* sez Foxey 
" an* it's hard to get on wid him.'* 

• " Did ye iver hear tell," sez Patsey, "why he 
left his own part iv the country? " 
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* " Niver, thin," sez Foxey, " for as long as Vm 
listenin' to him an' lookin' at him." 

' ** Bedad, thin, that* s a quare thing, too," sez 
Patsey, •• that he niver towld ye, for he's mighty 
proud iv it He bet a grate champion that was in 
those parts, wan they called the ' iron man,' an' 
there was no wan in the country round that would 
face him only Rory Maguire. But, bedad, he 
fought rings round wid him and left him for dead, 
so he did, an' that's why he had to quit the place." 

* ** Now, do ye tell me so ? " sez Foxey. 

*"I do, then," sez Patsey; "sure that's the 
way his nose was bruk. Ye must oftentimes have 
noticed the crucked nose iv him ? " 

' " I did that," sez Foxey. 

* " Did ye iver spake to him about that same ? " 
8CZ Patsey. 

* " The sorra word, thin," sez Foxey. ** Sure, I 
didn't know how he'd take it" 

* " Thin, how could he take it but well ? " sez 
Patsey, **an' the grate fight he med agin the ' iron 
man.' If you'd listen to a fool's advice, Mr. Regan, 
that's the way to plaze him, an' that's the way to 
plaze the colleen herself into the bargain. He'll 
be lettin' on he doesn't like it talked about But 
why would he go an' tell the story to meself 
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unless he was plazed wid it ? If ye draw down 
the subject iv yer own accord whin ye meets him, 
an' let him see that ye know the rights and wrongs 
iv the story, you'll be surprised at the way he'll 
take it, an* — whisper me here — ^you'll plaze the 
colleen in that better agin than her daddy." 

*"Faix, an* I'll have a thry, anyways," sez 
Foxey. "I'm thinkin' I'm the boy to put the 
comether on owld Rory." 

"Twasn't at all long after that that Foxey's 
chance kem to him. 

* Rory Maguire axed him to dinner, an' that 
itself was a good step in the match-makin'. 
Thin, becase Biddy remembered Patsey's advice, 
an' was dacintly civil to the owld chap whin he 
kem, he consaited himself that the colleen was 
dyin' iv love for him, 

* The dinner was a good one^ — a young harvest 
goose an' a side iv bacon, wid the fat to it as clear 
as glass very near — an' may we niver have worse 
all the days iv our lives. Owld Foxey ate his 
nuff wid wan eye on the goose an' wan eye on the 
colleen, for it was there the squint stud his friend. 
Afther a short while Biddy med her excuses to 
run away, but, sure, she run no further than the 
keyhole iv the next door, being wishful, an' small 
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blame to her, to hear what they had to say about 
herself. 

* Me two boyos sat in the face iv their two big 
tumblers iv punch, an', for a while, the sorra word 
was out iv thim, only suppin' an' smackin' their 
lips afther aich pull. 

' Foxey was wishful to draw down the business 
iv the marriage an' settle it out iv a face. But he 
thought to himself: " Vd best get the man iv the 
house in good humour in the first place." For 
Rory Maguire was grumpy the best iv times, 
even wid the blessed liquor in front iv him. 

* " You're a fine block iv a man yourself, God 
bless you, Mr. Maguire," sez Foxey, beginnin' out 
iv nothin' at all. 

' Rory grunted, an' tuck a pull at his drink in 
no way displazed. 

*" You're mortial strong, I'll go bail," stz 
Foxey, keepin' an eye on him still to see how he 
tuck it 

* " I suppose Pm as strong as another," sez Rory. 
'"An' stronger, I'll warrant ye," sez Foxey. 
" Ye wor in many a hard fight in yer day, I'm 
thinkin'." 

*Rory watched him wicked out ivthe comer iv 
his eye, not knowin' what was comin' next. 
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* '• Whosomever did that damage to yer nose 
•—not but 'tis a handsome nose all the time — ped 
dear for his handjnvork Fll go bail." 

• " Let me an' me nose be, Foxey Regan ; 'tis 
the best iv yer play," sez Rory, wid a growl all as 
wan as a cross dog that you'd stir from his place 
fominst the fire. 

* " He's lettin' on to be vexed," sez Foxey to 
himself. ** Bedad, Patsey the Omadaun was right 
in the business ; but for as cute as he thinks him- 
self, I can see it is well plazed he is." 

* " Sure, I heard tell all about it," he sez out 
loud. 

*'* You'd better kape yer ugly mouth shut 
about it if ye did," sez Rory ; an' it was a roar that 
was out iv him this time instead iv a growl. 

*'* Bedad, an' he'd mek a wonderful play- 
actor," sez Foxey to himself. 

* ** An'," sez he out loud again, "you gev him 
hisnuffivitl'mtowld." 

' ** Honamondoul, but I'll give ye more than 
yer nuff if ye don't howld yer blasted tongue," 
sez Rory. 

* " Faix, this is the quare lettin' on," sez Foxey, 
*'yu'd almost think it was vexed he was all the 
time." 
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' " They do be talkin* iv it in thim parts still," 
sez he agin. 

'At that Roiy cud stand it no longer. He 
jumped on his feet fit to be tied, and shouted like 
a mad bull, roarin' : ** If there's wan other word out 
iv ye rU brake ivery bone in yer dirty carcass — do 
ye hear that now? — and knock yer two eyes into 
wan." 

* ** Same as ye did to the iron man," sez Foxey 
Regan, thinkin' to plaze him. 

' Wid that, me dears, Rory med one lep at him 
across the table like a ragin' lion, givin' no heed at 
all to the blessed liquor that he spilt and wasted, 
kn' he grabbed me poor Foxey wid wan hand be 
the scruff iv the neck an' the other be the slack iv 
the trousers, an' betune hawlin' an' kickin' an' 
bumpin' an' draggin' he got him from the room, 
an' sint him head over heels out into the clauber 
iv the boreen. 

'Poor Foxey picked himself up, muddy, 
muddled, an' sore, out iv the boreen. Sez he to 
himself, sez he, as he wint limpin' down the hill to 
the village : ** Troth, if the man was well plazed 
Mrid me talk iv the iron man he hkd a quare way 
iv showin* it." ' 
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VI 
HOW PATSEY CHEATED THE DEVIL 

So far Patsey's adventures had run in the ordinary 
jog-trot of every-day life. Suddenly, without a 
warning, they went off at a tangent into the 
supernatural. 

It was a blazing hot day in the middle of June 
when I next found my way to the tailor's attic. 
Perhaps it was the heat which suggested the 
story which follows. 

My carefully saved pocket-money, eightpencc 
halfpenny, had provided liquid refreshment for my 
three friends, of which it might be said Peter 
Rattigan had the * lion's share,' if lion ever drank 
porter. With the improvidence of youth, Mickey 
Costigan finished his pint at a draught Darby 
and Peter imbibed the porter in small sips, and let 
the pleasant cool liquor flow gently down their 
parched throats. 
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' If s mortial hot/ said Mickey, gazing at them 
with envy, and then at the shining bottom of his 
own empty pint ' If s mortial hot Tell us the 
owld story, Peter, how Patsey the Omadaun 
sowld himself to Owld Nick/ 

* G'long out iv that,* said Peter rebukingly, 
* sure that id be the quare story to tell before young 
childher. Have you no sinse or dacincy in ye, 
Mickey Costigan, at all at all ? ' 

' Divil a harm I see in it,' said Mickey, defi- 
antly. 'I wouldn't mind doing the same thing 
meself iv I cud make sure to slip out iv the bargain 
afterwards.' 

'Listen to that, now,' cried Peter in horror. 
' Sure I'm no scholar meself, but I always heard 
tell 'twas agin rules an' regulations to have 
any dalins good nor bad with the owld boy.' 

'Arrah, sure the priests thimsilves dales wid 
him,' interposed Darby Fathy, 'ivery day iv th' 
week, scowldin' and balraggin' him, banishin' him 
out iv this place an' out iv that, chatin' him out iv 
sowls he med sure iv. Sorra harm it id be to 
knock a bit iv money out iv the owld boy at the 
same time, iv a body was able.' 

*Thafs what Bryan Mulligan thought,' said 
Peter ; * but sorry enough he was for it afterwards.' 
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' Who was Biyan Mulligan, Peter ? ' I inno- 
cently inquired 

* Can't ye wait until ye hear, Master Watty ? I 
can't say iverything at the wan time, an' only wan 
man's tongue in me head. He was a near frind 
an' naybour of Patsey the Omadaun's, be raison 
that they wor at school tc^ther and mitched to- 
gither, and wor the two last in the class ever an' 
always; an' furthermore that Patsey wan time 
pulled Bryan out iv a bog hole whin he was 
goin' down as fast as you'd drive a nail into a 
dale board Well, thin, I'm towld ' 

* Who towld ye ? ' interrupted Mickey Costigan, 
whom the hot weather and the empty pint made 
peevish. 

Peter turned on him with withering scorn. 
* Who towld me, is it ? Faix, if ye knew that you'd 
be as wise as meself. Well, tiiin, I'm towld,' he 
b^^ again, with a challenge in his voices ' I'm 
towld be thim that ought to know, that wan evenin,' 
as Patsey was sittin' be himself in his cottage, radin' 
a book that Biddy Maguire lint him, about a man 
an' a dissolute island, an' the quare things he done 
there, Bryan Mulligan kem bouncin' into the room 
to him, lookin' so quare that Patsey didn't know 
him from Adam for the first start. His face was 
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as pale as the bauneen I have me needle in, an' 
his two eyes like saucers burstin' out iv his 
head. 

' " What's the mattiier wid ye, Bryan ? " sez 
Patsey, lookin* up from his book. 

' The divil a word Bryan cud get out iv him 
for five minnits only a stammerin' and stutterin' that 
had no sort iv right manin' in it Thin, all iv a 
suddin, he called out in a voice that wasn't a bit 
like his own, as if some wan else was spakin' inside 
iv him : 

' " I sowld meself to the divil, Patsey." ' 

Mickey and Darby, who had plainly heard the 
story before, at this dramatic declaration broke 
into a storm of *tch, tch' to express a pleas- 
ing horror of the awful profanity of the per- 
formance. 

I listened dumfounded, with open mouth and 
ears and eyes, as it were, swallowing the tale with 
every sense I had. For in those days the devil 
was to me a person as real as Peter himself— a 
terrible, red-hot person with long tail and horns 
and claws, who might carry off little boys if they 
were naughty, 

Peter resumed his story, pleased with the 
effect 
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' " Thin what med ye do a foolish action like 
that, Biyan?" sez Patsey, not a hair turned on 
him. "Sure, haven't ye lots and lavins iv yer 
own, an' a fine place iv a farm, an* a low rent, an' 
what should ye go for to sell yerself to the owld 
boy whin ye could sell a cow or the like to a 
naybour iv ye wanted a few pounds ? " 

* " Sure, ye don't know the rights iv the story 
at all," sez poor Bryan. " Didn't Foxey Regan," 
sez he, " buy the place over me head ? " 

'"An' what matther iv he did itself?" sez 
Patsey ; " sure, ye have a lase iv it the same as I 
have iv me own, an' ye can snap yer fingers at 
him," sez he. 

'"Bedad, that was the murther iv the thing 
intirely, that me lase was no use to me," sez 
Bryan. " I ped me year's rint to the owld land- 
lord, an' Foxey kem at me for it over agin Thin 
I found me resates wor lost, wheresomever they're 
gone to, and Foxey threatened to put me out on 
the road if the money wasn't ped on the nail ; an' 
there was Judy Cassidy in the question, too, an' 
she an' I courtin'. It was small blame to me 
for cursin' and swearin' in the pucker I was in. 
' May the divil recave me sowl,' sez I, be way iv 
no harm at all, an' not thinkin' iv what I was 

I 
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sayin'. But, bedad, the words wor no sooner out 
iv me mouth than the owld boy himself was ther^ 
fominst me. 

'''He was dressed all in black, like a 
'souper/ but whin I looked down at his boots 
sorra thing he had but two round knobs, as if it 
wor wood legs he had in it 

"* * I'm ready and willin',' sez he to me, wid a 
grin on his ugly face. 

' " ' Willin' for what ? ' sez meselC 

'** * To take what ye offered,' sez he, ' and pay 
the market price for it' 

*" * Is it me sowl ye mane? ' sez I. 

'"'What else? 'sez he. 

' " ' An' what do ye want to do wid it,* sez I, 
'if ye got it?' 

' " ' That's my business,' sez he. ' Whin if s me 
own,' sez he, ' I can trate it as me own and do 
what I like wid it' 

' " Well, if you belave me, I was that moidered 
that I hardly knew what I was doin', an' he was so 
aisy-goin' an' so civil-spoken that he over- 
persuaded me to part wid me sowl to him for a 
hundred pounds, on the condition that I was to 
have the use iv it meself for a matter iv twinty 
years. He put it in writin', an' med me sign 
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it But he didn't ax no blcx)d iv me. He sed red 
ink was as gCMxl, an' there wasn't wan in a hundred 
cud tell the differ. 

* " He ped the money down, a hundred goold 
sovereigns in a bag that he tuk from undher his 
coat, an' I do declare to ye they wor hot to the 
touch, like milk that is just come from the 
cow. 

* " Well, I wint an' ped owl' Foxey the money 
he was axin' off me for the rint, an' I got the resate 
this time all right, I promise ye. The seventy-five 
pounds I had over out iv the hundred I locked up 
in a drawer. But whin I wint to it the next day 
to get the price iv a drink, for I was mortial thirsty 
at the thought iv what was before me in the long 
run, there was a big hole ye cud put yer fist through 
burned in the bottom iv the table, an' ivery rap 
fardin' iv the money was gone out iv it 

' " Bedad that tuck a start out iv me, I can tell 
ye. I thought to meself he cud grab me poor sowl 
the same way that he grabbed the money whin- 
ever he has a mind to it, an' the sight an' smell iv 
the bumin' put quare thoughts an' notions in 
me head that was no ways at all agreeable. I 
thought, Patsey, mebbe yerself, being so great 
wid the good people an' al that, would be 

1 2 
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able to give me a helpin' hand out iv the 
hobble rm in." 

*«Faix, an' I'm afraid the owldboy will stick 
to his bargain," sez Fatsey, '' more betoken as he 
has got back the money he ped for yer sowl ; I'm 
thinkin' he tuck his share iv Foxey Regan's the 
same way that he tuck it off yerself." 

* " Ye might spake him fair, Fatsey, an' try to 
put the comether on him," sed Bryan. " Coaxin' 
might do whin scoldin' wouldn't" 

• « Indade, thin, I'm thinkin'," sez Fatsey, " he's 
gqnt off wid his winners, an' it would be hard to 
get spache wid him." 

' " They do be sayin'," sez Bryan, " that if ye 
say the Lord's Prayer backwards he's bound to 
come to ye." 

* " Faix, I wouldn't like to thry," sez Fatsey ; 
** it wouldn't be right or lucky, an* to tell ye no lie 
I'm put to the pin iv me collar to say it frontways 
itself." 

* " Mebbe he'd come agin the way I brought 
him," sez Bryan. "Just let a curse out iv ye, 
Fatsey — me sowl to the divil, or the divil recave 
me sowl— or words ivthe kind, an' I'll go bail he'll 
come hoppin', seein' what luck he had in the busi- 
ness before," 
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* ** rU do me endayvour," sez Patsey, who was 
always a soft-hearted, civil-spoken boy, an* had no 
thought at all iv the troubles he might be gettin' 
himself into. " FU do me endayvour, an* do ye go 
home at wanst an* don't be frettin* yerself over this 
business. Sure ye have twinty years before ye all 
but wan day iv the worst kem to the worst." 

' It was a fine moonlight night, an* Patsey wint 
out wid himself to a small three-cornered haggard 
beyont the gable ind iv the house. 

* " Sure if there*s any burnin' or the like to be 
done,** sez he, " it*s safer here nor in the house.*' 

*He didn't care much for the job he was afther, 
but he was niver the wan to go back on a frind. 

' He med belave to put hisr foot agin a stone, 
an* let a curse out iv him, " May the divil belave 
me,** wor the words out iv his mouth, but he mut- 
tered it that ways that unless you wor close up be 
him you'd take yer Bible oath it was "recave** hesed 

' Well, me dears, he thricked the owld boy the 
first dale anyways, for the words wor no sooner 
out iv his mouth whin there was the divil fominst 
him dressed for all the world like a "jumper.** 
Thim that sez the divil is not as black as he's 
painted sez more than their prayers, for he is, and 
a dale blacker. 
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' " Good-night, Patsey O'Rourke," sez he, takm* 
off his hat as polite as ye plaze. 

*"Faix, ye have the advantage iv me," sez 
Patsey. 

* " Me name is Nicholas," sez the other. " Some 
people call me Owld Nick," sez he, " but I don't 
like it It's vulgar," sez he, "an* too familiar, 
an' besides, I'm not so owld as that comes to/' 
sez he. 

'"An' what may yer business be wid me, 
Nicholas ? " sez Patsey, as stiff as ye plaze. 

* " Faix, an' that's a quare question to ax me," 
sez Nicholas, " an' ye afther callin' me. But iv ye 
want to know," sez he, " I'm a dailer in sowls," 
sez he, "an' I'd give the best price goin'," sez 
he, " if ye had anything iv that kind for sale." 

* " It's a swop I was thinkin' of," sez Patsey. 
"You have got the revairsion iv the sowl iv a 
frind iv mine, a boy be the name iV Bryan 
Mulligan, an' dirt chape ye got it too. I'm wish- 
ful to know what ye would be willin' to take on 
yer bargain." 

* " I don't want to part wid it," sez Nicholas. 

* " Thin I won't be wastin' yer time or me own 
talkin' to ye ; so good-night an' " — it was on the tip 
iv his tongue to say " an' God speed ye," but he 
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just stopped himself in the nick iv time, re- 
memberin' who it was he had in it 

' Sure it's all the same wid divils an' Christians, 
I think. The wan side gets hot on a bai^ain as 
the other side cools on it Nicholas stopped an' 
he half way gone an' kem back agin. **Sure 
there's no sinse in loosin' yer timper over a matter 
iv tlve kind," sez he. " I'm willin' to listen to what 
ye have got to say for yerself, anyways." 

* " Who's loosin' his timper ? " sez Patsey, lettin' 
on he was sulky. ''But I have a betther soul 
meself than e'er a wan iv the Mulligans iver 
owned." 

' " Sure I'm not sayin' agin that," sez Nicholas. 

* " An' I'd be wantin' good boot on a swop," sez 
Patsey. 

*" Is it that's what yer afther?" sez Nicholas. 
** An' what good would Bryan Mulligan's sowl be 
ta ye iv ye had it itself? " 

VI cud sell it back to him at a good profit," 
sez Patsey. 

*** Betther for you to get a good price for yer 
pwn," sez Nicholas. 

* " I'd sooner have Bryan's money nor yours 
any day iv the week," sez Patsey, lookin' at him 
stra^ht in the face. 
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* The divil is not much good for blushin', Tm 
towld> but a kind iv red came and wint in bis face, 
all as wan as iv ye lit a candle inside his head and 
put it out agin. 

* " Bryan Mulligan's a good, honest sowl, an* Fd 
be loath to part wid it/' sez Nicholas, changin' the 
subject 

* ** An' mine is a betther," sez Patsey, " any day 
iv the week. Bryan takes a drop iv drink now 
and again, and lets an odd curse out iv him. But 
Tm as good as a teetotaler meself. Besides," sez he, 
seein' as Nicholas was givin' into him, '' it's a long 
lase ye had to give him iv the place — the sowl, I 
mane— an* ye couldn't tell what the law*d be whin 
ye kem to take possession. I'd be contint meself 
wid a lettin' from year to year, or wan year sartin, 
iv we cud come to terms.** 

* " Now ye talk sinse," sez Nicholas. " Small 
profits an' quick returns was always the word wid 
me iver since I tuck to dalin' in sowls. What 
would ye be askin' ? " 

* " What would ye be givin' ? " sez Patsey. 

* " It's for ye to name the price," sez Nicho- 
las. 

' " Well, thin, if ye put it to me that ways," sez 
Patsey, "I'll swop me sowl for Bryan Mulligan's," 
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'"There's wan thing that's troublin* me yit," 
sez he. " How do I know that it's yerself that's in 
it at all?" 

* " What do ye mane be that ? " sez Nicholas. 

'"You are not in the laste like the divils I see 
in the holy pictures," sez Patsey. 

' " I'd frighten ye iv I tuck me rale shape," sez 
Nicholas. 

* " Sorra ah wan bit," sez Patsey. 

' Thin the divil stood out forninst him an' he 
began to grow red hot, like a poker that'd be a 
good while in the fire, an' the clothes fell off him 
in smokin' rags an' ashes, an' the smell was most 
odious. Whin the smoke cleared off Patsey saw 
him standin' there in his bare pelt, savin' yer 
prisince, an' two big horns out iv him like an owld 
buck goat, an' a tail like the handle iv a pump. 
The red heat wint out iv him be slow degrees till 
he was as black as yer boot. 

*"I hope there's no danger yer honour will 
take cowld standin' that ways without yer clothes 
in the night air," sez Patsey. 

* " There's not the laust chance iv that," sez 
Nicholas ; an' his voice was so sad as he sed it that 
Patsey had a kind iv snakin' pity for him at the 
time. 
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***I hope ye are satisfied wid me now," sez 
Nicholas. 

'"Well, thin, yer honour's no beauty," sez 
Patsey, •* if the truth must be towld ; but you're 
purtier than a • souper ' any day." 

'"Handsome is that handsome does," stz 
Nicholas, "an' I've given ye yer own price," sez 
he. 

'" I'm not denyin' that," sez Patsey, "but " 

* " What's troublin' ye now ? " sez Nicholas. 

*"It's sich a small thing," sez Patsey, "that I 
hardly like to mintion it. But I always heard tell 
that people that sowld thimselves to the — that 
had any dalins at all wid yer honour, lost their 
shadows from that day out ; an' that same would 
be mighty onconvaynient, an' the naybours would 
be apt to make remarks, speciallay if walkin' wid 
a body on a sunshiny day." 

'"Oh, that's all owld women's talk about 
shadows," sez Nicholas ; " you need take no heed 
to it I promise naythur hurt nor harm will come 
to your shadow while you are there to cast it, be 
the time short or long. If ye doubt me word look 
at me own." 

' Upon me troth, he had as iligant a shadow as 
Christian or divil could ax, as black as himself in 
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the white moonlight, an' the tail to it stretchin' 
half-way across the paddock very near. 

* " That's good enough for me," sez Patsey. 

* Thin Nicholas drew up the paper an' Patsey 
put his name to it, an' Nicholas handed him over 
the lase iv Bryan Mulligan's sowl, an' it's to the 
fore yit, wid wan comer iv it scorched wid hot 
finger marks to prove it's the truth I'm tellin'. 

*The bag iv goold was the next thing — a 
hundred sovereigns as hot as new-laid eggs with 
the hate iv his body. 

«" An' that's all, I think," said Nicholas ; *'an' 
now I must be goin'." 

* " There's wan more thing," sez Patsey. 

*"Oh, that job in the way iv leppin*," sez 
Nicholas, lettin' a laugh out iv him ; '* I was forget- 
tin' that." 

* " Troth, I wasn't," sez Patsey. 

•**Tell me where I'm to lep to,** sez Nicholas, 
*' until I do it at wanst, for I'm in a bit Iv a hurry." 

•"You must wait till yer hurry is over," 
thought Patsey ; but out loud he sez : *• I'm only 
axin' ye to lep on yer own shadow that's there 
fominst ye on the ground." 

•"What part," sez Nicholas, "if ye have a 
choice in it ? " 
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'"IVe no choice in that," sez Patsey, "any 
part ye plaze is good enough for me." 

*"Faix, that's aisy done," sez Nicholas, "here 
goes 1 " 

* Wid that he med wan leap sideways, thinkin' 
to land on the shadow iv his own head that was 
lyin' quite an' aisy on the grass beside him. But 
for as quick as he was the shadow was gone before 
him. He med for his tail the next time, thinkin' wid 
a back summersault to come down on the long 
black line that was stretchin' like a rope behind 
him ; but faix, the shadow turned smarter than 
what he did, as cliver as he thought himself, an' 
was behind him still whin he landed. 

' Thin he got mad intirely, and let himself out 
at the work in rale aimest. The divil sich a 
leppin' match was iver seen before or sinse. A 
buck jumpin' mule was aisy goin' be comparison. 
He lepped high an' he lepped low, an' sideways, 
an' longways, an' he twisted himself inside 
out, an* upside down, till Patsey couldn't tell 
wan side iv him from the other, an' the swish iv 
his tail wint through the air like a cuttin' whip 
at every bound he gave. But sorra wan toe 
cud he set on a comer iv his own shadow all the 
time. 
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' He stopped at last clane bet, an' that hated 
wid his jumpin' an' prancin' that blue flame kem 
from him at every pant he gave like the flame 
from the blacksmith's fire wid the puffin' iv the 
bellows. 

* " Ye skamer iv the world," sez he to Fatsey, 
as soon as he cud get his voice back from the 
pantin', *^ an' what sort iv a fool's trick is this that 
ye played on me ? Sure it's chatin' a poor divil out 
iv of what he bought fair an' honest, an' ped for as 
well" 

^''A bargain is a bargain, Nicholas," sez me 
bowld Patsey, " an* sorra taste iv me sowl will ye 
get till ye lep on yer own shadow, me boyo." 

* ** Who wants yerself or yer dirty owld sowl," 
sez Nicholas, his temper gettin' the betther iv him 
at the way that he was done, "sure I wouldn't 
touch it wid a tongs." 

' " Troth an' I'm right glad iv that same," sez 
Patsey, " for I'm no ways wishful iv the tongs or 
the fire of the place you come from. An' now 
I'll be sayin' good-night to ye ; it's time for daycint 
people to be in their warm beds," sez he, " though 
some may find thim too warm. Good-night, 
Nicholas, me owld boy, an' may yer shadow niver 
be less." 
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* Whin Nicholas saw it was jokin' him Patsey 
was, the anger ruz in him to that extint that he 
flamed up like a bit iv paper you'd throw in the 
fire, an' Patsey was near blinded be the blazes iv 
him. But when his eyesight kem back sorra 
thing was left iv his frind Nicholas, only a bad 
smell. 

' Patsey put his bag iv goold in wan pocket an' 
the lase in the other, an' wint off wid his winners 
to his frind Bryan Mulligan. 

* Ye may take yer oath that me poor Bryan was 
right glad to get back the lase iv his own sowl 
for he had naythur paise or aise since he parted 
wid it to Owld Nick. But whin Patsey tuck the 
bag iv money out iv the other pocket Bryan med 
bowld to warn him agin meddlin' wid the like. 
" Take a fool's advice, Patsey," sez he, "an' throw 
it from you somewhere that it can do no harm 
with bumin' an' blazin'. Throw it from you, in the 
river for a preference, an' if the poor divil gets a 
sup iv cowld water whin he comes to look for it, 
sure we needn't grudge him that same afther 
all he has gone through." 

'But Patsey was headstrong as a pig on a 
cross-road whin he tuck a notion, an' nothin' would 
plaze him for as late as it was but to go down to 
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Foxey R^^'s for a drink, carryin' the bag iv 
money along wid hint 

'Foxey was closin' at the time he heard the 
knock, an* no wan in the bar parlour only himself, 
but he put his ugly head out at wanst 

* " Good-night, Mr. R^^an," sez Patsey. 

« " Ah, thin, is that yerself, Patsey ? " sez Foxey, 
whin he saw be the voice who it was he had in it ; 
** an' what brings you out this hour iv the night, 
an' where are ye off to ? " 

« " If s goin' home I am," sez Patsey. " Troth 
I med a good bai^ain tonlay wid what I had to 
sell, an' I thought I'd trate meself to a drink on 
the way home, an' indade I'll be glad if you'll jine 
me in that same yourself, Mr. Regan." 

* '• An' why not, to be sure," sez Foxey, settin' 
the drink wid his own hands on the table. 

* Patsey tuck a gold sovereign from his bag an* 
gave it to Foxey be way iv payment 

' Foxey's two eyes near jumped out iv his head 
with covetishness at the sight iv the goold. For 
he was niver more aiger for money than that 
same night, as it happened. 

'The twenty-five pounds Aat he got from 
Bryan Mulligan, be way iv rent that was ped twice 
over, he put in the iron box that he got all the 
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way from Dublin — a safe was the name he called 
it by. But, faiXy it didn't stand to its name that 
time. In the mornin' there was a big hole burnt 
in the iron all the same as if it wor med iv brown 
paper, an' the money gone from him, an' he at the 
cost iv a tinker to put a new bottom to the safe. 
At the very time that Patsey kem, he was as 
hungry for money as a dog id be wid a bone 
snapped from him. 

* " Many a time ye did me, me boyo," sez he to 
himself, wid wan eye on me poor innocent Patsey 
an' wan on the bag iv goold, *' but, faix, it's my 
turn now." 

*Wid that he kem behind Patsq^ be way iv 
fixin' the glasses more tidy like, an' whipped up 
the bag iv goold an' clapped it undher his oxter. 
The money jingled as he snapped it up, but Patsey 
niver let on to hear. 

* *' rU go an' get change iv yer sovereign," sez 
he to Patsey, " an' take the price iv the drink out 
iv it" 

* But whin he got himself outside in the shop 
an' the dure shut on him, he emptied the bag iv 
goold out on the counter an' he filled the bag up 
agin wid the money he had in the till, halfpince 
and pinnies and shillins, such as they wor, wid an 
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odd half-crown an' two-shillin' piece. Thin he 
swep' the goold off the counter into the till an' 
locked it, an' back wid him hot Alt into the parlour 
wid nineteen shillins an' two pince in the heel iv 
his fist for change out iv the sovereign that 
Patsey gave him at the first goin' ofT. 

'He put the bag back beside Patsey as he 
edged past the table, and he gave him his change 
all right an' regular. 

'Patsey med no delay afther that, but 
counted his change an' finished his drink, tuck his 
bag from the table without heedin' any differ in 
the feel or the weight iv it, an' off wid him into 
the dark night, lavin' Foxey behind laughin' 
himself sick very near at the cliver trick he had 
played on the omadaun. 

' But, faix, Foxey laughed the other side iv his 
mouth the next momin' whin he had the carpenter 
in to put a new bottom to his till, wid a quare 
cock an' bull story that it was a match he dropped 
out iv his hand lightin' his pipe that burned the 
big round hole in it.' 
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VII 
HOW PATSEY FOUND A SWEETHEART 

* HowLD yer whist, Mickey/ said Peter Rattigan ; 

* ye are always puttin' in yer owld goster whin it s 
not wanted/ 

The interruption was unkind and uncalled for. 
Mickey Costigan at the moment was delighting 
the majority of his audience of three. 

It was the day after All Hallows Eve — the most 
weird and fascinating of Irish festivals — that I met 
my friends of the goose and needle at the 
customary *At Home' on the tailors' board. I 
was still full of delightful recollections of the nuts 
and apples and tricks and charms of the night 
before, and my prattle tempted Mickey Costigan 
to launch out into some of the quaint legends 
appropriate to the time in which the devil, or the 
' old boy,' as he was more familiarly termed, played 
a prominent part 

I listened open*eafed and open-mouthed, all 
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in a tremble with delicious terror. Even the far 
less emotional Darby Fathy had let his ' dhudeen ' 
go out in the interest of the stories. 

There is room therefore for the suggestion 
that it was professional envy that prompted Peter 
Rattigan's rude interruption. 

* Howld yer whist, Mickey Costigan/ he said 
again, * whin yer elders are spakin'.' 

Alas for the fickleness of popular favour ! 
Both Darby Fathy and myself turned approvingly 
from the disconcerted Mickey to the domineering 
Peter. 

* What do ye know about Hallow Eve,' he 
went on, without giving Mickey time to slip in a 
word edgeways, * except what ye hear tell iv from 
yer elders an' betthers, an', troth, yer a good 
warrant to give the wrong twist to that same. 
Bedad, I could tell stories iv All Hallow, iv I'd a 
mind to that id soon take the coal iv yer pipe, me 
gossoon.' 

The fickle public of two— or, to speak by the 
book, of one and a half— joined in entreaties for 
the story, Mickey Costigan constituting himself 
the critical minority, though even his indifference 
was only half-affected. Peter, with apparent 
reluctance yielded at last to our entreaties. 
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*Sure iv I must, I must, I suppose ; so here goes 
if ye're wishful to hear how Patsey the Omadaun 
found a sweetheart 

*A1I Hallow Eve was always a great day in 
thim parts. On the night Tm tellin' ye iv — an' it's 
not so long ago, naythur — the naybours, young 
an* owld, all gathered down to the big room in 
Foxey Regan's place — not from any great wish they 
had for the man himself, but bekase there was no 
other room in the vills^e half big enough to howld 
the quarter iv thim. 

* Bedad, iv I had tin tongues on me, I couldn't 
tell ye all the goin's on iv the night They had 
nuts an' apples galore, an' all the divarshins an' 
pishogues iv the time. The colleens wor on the 
look-out for the bachelors, an' the bachelors for 
their colleens ; but they niver drew down the divil 
in the business at all at all, wid the plantin' iv 
hemp seed or the sayin' iv the " Our Father " back- 
wards, the same as other people, but trusted to the 
blissid Saints to do what was fair an' dacint 
for thim. 

'Well, me dears, Patsey the Omadaun was there, 
at the top an' bottom iv all the divarshin that was 
goin' forward, but niver makin' more free wid wan 
colleen than another, an' mebbe that was bekase 
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purty Biddy Maguire wasn't to the fore, an' mebbe 
it wasn't 'Twas Patsey that tuck his mouthful iv 
tripenny bits out iv the bottom iv the tub iv wather, 
an' it was Patsey that caught the big apple that 
was bobbin' out on the top like " 

' I tuck the big apple meself last night,' inter- 
rupted incautious Mickey Costigan. 

Peter eyed him steadily for a minute. ' Faix, 
an' I wouldn't doubt ye, me bouchal,' he said 
slowly, *an' ye wid a mouth on ye like an 
oysther, an' only a small hinge at the back 
iv yer poll to kape yer head from comin' in two 
halves.' 

Poor Mickey subsided, and Peter went on 
placidly with his story. 

' But Patsey did betther nor that agin. They 
hung down the four cross sticks be a long cord 
from the ceilin*, as was right an' proper the night 
that was in it On wan ind iv the stick they put a 
lighted candle, an' on another ind they tied a bag 
iv flour, an' on another agin a good thick lump 
iv a log iv wood, an' on the last ind iv all a big 
rosy apple, the finest that was grown in the parish 
that year. Thin they gev the cross sticks a spin 
an' they dared the best to ketch the apple as it 
wint round like a red drcle^wid the candle an' the 
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bag iv flour an' the log iv wood all foUowin' hot fut 
afther it. 

* Faix, there was a dale iv titterin* an* twitterin' 
among the company, boys an' girls, that was 
gathered in a circle, an' now wan an' now another 
would make a short snap at the apple an' draw 
back agin in the divil iv a hurry. 

*The colleens cried shame on the boys that 
there was no spunk left in thim at all at all. Till 
at last, wan an' all, they kem at Patsey the Oma- 
daun to have a thry for it 

'Troth, 'twas a ticklish job, mind ye, an' the 
whole thing spinnin' like mad wid a whish ias it 
wint 

*Sorra word Patsey sed, but drew back his 
head for a minnit from the whirly-gig. 

' Did ye iver see a gannet drive at a fish an' 
nail him wid his bake in the depths iv the say ? 

*Patsey's head wint suddint as that into the 
flyin' circle, an' the next minnit the circle bruk up, 
an' the bit iv a candle an' the bag iv flour an' the 
log iv wood wor all standin' stock still wid a shiver 
through thim an' me bowld Patsey's teeth met in 
the big apple. 

*Owld Foxey Regan had always a grate 
concait out iv himself that he was fit to do what 
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anywan else could do. So nothin' would plaze 
him, me dears, but that he should show off at the 
same trick, an' the company was ready enough to 
humour him. An* the colleens — the sly little 
divils — kep' proddin' him on to thry it He 
gathered himself together for a plunge, an' in wid 
him. 

*He missed the apple in his dive, an' round 
kem the candle and tuck him on the jaw, an' 
singed the foxey whiskers iv him. Thin the bag 
iv flour bruk over him like a snow-storm, an* put 
out the fire, an', not to be bet be either iv thim, 
the log iv wood kem round after thim an' met him 
a polthouge under the butt iv the lug that tumbled 
him over into the tub iv water. 

' There was great jokin' an' laughin' at his down- 
fall ; for Foxey was no favourite. 

* I've tould you the ins and outs iv the business 
becase the quare thing that happened to Foxey 
Regan that night put a quare thought in Patsey*s 
head that helped him well another time, an* mebbe 
rU tell ye that, too, whin I come to it 

* Well, me dears, they picked poor Foxey up 
out iv the tub an' stuk him to dry forninst the 
fire, an' the colleens put the comether on him how 
sorry they wor for his misfortune, an' they hardly 
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able to get the words straight out iv their mouths 
wid the dint iv the laughin'. But, faix, me bowld 
Foxey got even wid them whin he came to charge 
for the room. 

* Afther that they put the cross sticks away an 
tuk to tryin* fortins, an' many is the quare trick 
they had wid thim. 

* The colleens wor a bit shy over the business 
at first goin' off, and wan was pushin' the other till 
at long last me bowld Judy Cassidy tuck the lade 
an' planted two nuts down on the hob iv the fire 
that was hot very near. 

* " Wan iv thim stands for meself," she sez ; " but 
faix, I don't know who the other wan stands for," 
sez she, " for sure, I niver had a sweetheart, good 
nor bad." 

* They all roared laughin' at her whin she sed 
it, for sorra girl in the parish was more run afther 
than the same Judy, barrin' purty Biddy Maguire. 

'"Let it stand for Bryan Mulligan," cried a 
small slip iv a colleen ; an' whether Judy put her 
up to say it or not sorra wan iv me knows, but the 
two wor great friends anyway by all accounts. 

* Poor Bryan only scratched his head, an' sed 
nothin', for he was a shy boy at the best iv times ; 
an' there was more than wan iv the colleens that 
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was in hopes that he would bounce away from 
Judy on the red-hot hob. But, faix, the girl was 
too diver for the likes iv that She had dried the 
two nuts in the oven at home at her own place 
before she brought thim, an signs on it they 
burned on steady side by side until they wor gone 
into ashes, which is a grate sign, as all the world 
knows, that they would live an' die together. 

* Thin the other colleens kem crowdin' to the 
fire, an' it was a case iv who'd be first insted iv last 
to plant two nuts on the hob; an' some burned 
quite an' some popped off wid a bang, an' there 
was a dale iv laughin' an' jokin' over it, an' the 
boys that burned quite wid the colleens swore be 
the nuts, an' the boys that bounced off sed there 
was no truth in that kind iv nonsinse at all at all 

' But there was nothin', they all agreed, to bate 
the winnowin' or the ball iv cotton to thry yer 
fortin or to find a sweetheart The hempseed isn't 
too bad a plan either, only the " owld boy," they 
say, has a hand in it. 

* Then they all kem at Judy agin to thry her 
fortin' wid a riddle full iv corn. 

* Ye don't know the way iv it. Master Watty ? * 
Peter interrupted him^lf to explain. * Troth, 
thin, an* I can tdl ye handy enough. The colleen 
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that is aftber a husband takes a riddle full iv corn 
alone be herself in the bam, an' winnows it on to 
the flure. If she finish the job widout nobody 
comin' to help her, troth she'll live an' die an owld 
maid. But if she's to be marrid the figure iv the 
man that she's goin' to marry will come behind 
her an' take the riddle from her hand before she's 
half way through wid her job an' finish the work 
out iv a face. 

* " Niver say it twice," sez Judy Cassidy, who 
was always full iv fun an' divilmint ; an' off wid her 
helter-skelter, wid her shawl over her head, across 
the haggard to the barn, which was no more nor a 
stone's throw from the house. 

* She tuck down a riddle that was hangin' be 
the bam dure, filled it full up iv the oats that was 
piled on the flure, an' set-to like mad winnowin' it, 
singin' all the time to herself the owld tune, " The 
Wind that Shakes the Barley," to kape her spirit 
up, for the place was lonesome. 

* The moon was bright in the sky, but small 
good that was to the poor colleen wid the dure 
shut behind her. For the world knows the pish- 
ogue won't work only wid closed dures. 

'The bam was pitch dark, an' the little strakes 
iv white where the moonshine was cuttin' in be the 
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edges iv the dure med the darkness blacker nor 
what it was before. Pcx>r Judy winnowed away 
for the bare life, half sorry that she had come 
there at all, half hopin' some wan would stale out 
iv the dark to help her, an* yit frightened very 
near out iv her skin at the thought iv it In the 
dead silence she could hear the com rattlin' on the 
bam flure like hailstones on a window pane, an' 
her own frightened heart batin' very near as 
quick. 

'But she wasn't half way through wid the 
winnowin' whin she felt the air stirrin' an' shadows 
movin' towards her across the bam. 

' She didn't know whether to laugh or cry she 
was that plazed an' frightened at the same time ; 
but she only wint on wid her winnowin' faster nor 
before. 

* A hand out iv the dark touched her hand on 
the edge iv the riddle an' thin another on the other 
side, an' the girl let it go wid him an' stood* there 
pantin' wid the fright at the quareness iv it Thin 
the riddle wint faster than before, as if there wor 
strong arms shakin' it, an' the com rattled down 
louder than ever on the bam flure. Judy edged 
herself round a small taste till she got the thing 
that was shakin' the riddle betune her an* the 
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strake iv light at the bam dure, an' she saw that 
the ghost was straight an' big an' very much like 
Bryan Mulligan in appearance. 

' Thin the quarest thing iv all happened. All 
iv a suddint the ghost dropped the riddle an' 
clapped an arm round the colleen's waist an' gev 
her a hearty smack iv a kiss on the mouth — for all 
the world like a rale Christian — an' she med 
sure on the minnit 'twas Bryan himself she had 
in it 

* How could she tell that in the dark, is it ? 
Much ye want to know, Mickey Costigan. Faix, 
colleens have thoughts an' ways of their own that 
are unbeknownst to you or me. 

' But be that as it may, the moment she felt 
the lips touched hers she let go a clout at the 
cheek iv the ghost 

'But, faix, her hand wint clane through the 
empty darkness widout touchin' anything good or 
bad, an' the ghost was gone out iv the place on 
the minnit Judy med a wild rush afther him, 
but she only kem straight on a big lock iv straw 
that was lyin' across the bam flure, an' that wasn't 
there whin she kem in, an' fell over it as soft as a 
feather bed. 

* There was a flash iv white light in the bam, an' 
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thin it was dark agin. The colleen got herself up 
off the straw as best she could and made her way 
to the dure of the bam an' from that to the house. 
'There was a roar !v laughin' in the big 
room whin they saw the face iv the colleen, an' 
they kep' shoutin' at her from this corner an' from 
that — " Arrah, Judy asthore, did ye see any wan 
ye loved betther nor yerself?" "Was he a good 
hand at the winnowin', me girl ? " " Whin is it to 
be, Judy?" "Next Sherraft, Fm thinkin'; an' 
mind ye ax me to the weddin'." 

* But she had no eyes for anywan but Bryan 
Mulligan, who was takin' it fair an' aisy sittin' 
beside purty Molly Flannigan near the middle iv 
the room. 

' '* What did ye see, Judy ?" sez Molly Flanni- 
gan, wid the best iv them ; " ax her you, Bryan. 
Mebbe she'd tell ye if she won't tell us." 

* *' How dare ye do it ? " sez Judy, turnin' sharp 
round on poor Bryan, who looked up at her as 
innocent as a two-year-old child. 

' " Dare what ? " sez Molly Flannigan. " Tell us 
about it, Judy?" 

* Poor Judy Cassidy got red in the face as the 
gills iv a turkey cock at the questioni an' small 
blame to her. 
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* " How dare he folly me out to the barn ? " 
she sez in a whisper, at long last 

' But all the company was in wan word that he 
hadn't stirred a fut from where he was sittin' beside 
Molly Flannigan. 

'Mebbe Judy belaved thim in that same, an' 
mebbe agin she didn't ; but anyways she changed 
her tune iv a suddint 

'"Sure 'twas only foolin' ye I was all the 
time," she sez, as bowld as brass. " I saw no wan 
only meself in the barn, an' even that I couldn't 
see bckase iv the dark, an' faix, I'm not sorry to 
be let alone to finish me winnowin', for min wor 
decayvours ever an* always, that couldn't tell the 
trutii be accident, an' a colleen is better off widout 
thim. Do ye hear that now, Bryan Mulligan ? " 

* That turned the laugh on Bryan Mulligan ; but 
still the boy looked well plazed wid himself sdl the 
time. 

* " Thry yer fortin' agin, Judy," sez Molly 
Flannigan, ** thry it wid the ball iv worsted this 
time, an' mebbe ye'd have betther luck. I know 
y6 brought wan wid ye a purpose." 

' " An' if I did itsil," sez Judy, " it wasn't for 
meself I brought it Sure the boys want their 
chance as well as the giris. There's Patsey 
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O'Rourke there that's grate at catchin' apples and 
duckin' for tripenny bits, but sure the poor omadaun 
never had a sweetheart be all accounts, an' it's time 
for him to be on the look-out, so it is. If s for 
him an* nobody else that I brought the ball iv 
worsted wid me." 

* Wid that the naybours all cried out together 
it was well done, an' nothin' would plaze thim but 
Patsey the Omadaun should thry his fortin. 

* So Judy gev^ him the ball iv thread an' towld 
him to go an' throw it in the owld lime-kiln be the 
edge iv the meadow field at the ind iv the 
boreen. 

'"Sure I've no knowledge iv the pishogue," 
sez Patsey, as polite as ye plaze, for the boy was 
civil spoken to the colleens. ** Maybe you'd come 
along wid me yerself. Miss Cassidy, an' show me 
the right way iv it ? " 

* Judy, the r<^fue, l«t on at first that she was 
goin' wid him. 

'But Bryan Mulligan sed agin it, an' all the 
naybours wor the same way iv thinkin'. 

* ** The pishogue wouldn't work," sez Bryan 
Mulligan, "if there was another colleen to the 
fore." 

* " Mebbe he'd be mistakin' yerself for his sweet- 
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heart, Judy," sez Molly Flannigan. "Sure that 
wouldn't do at all at all, an' the hatred yeVe tuck 
agin min all iv a suddint" 

* " Indade I don't want to make or meddle wid 
the boy, Molly Flannigan. I'm not so hard set as 
that I'd thry to stale other bodies' sweethearts as all 
wan as some that I know. Patsey will manege 
the job be himself, I'll go bail, right enough. Sure 
all you've got to do, Patsey, is to throw the ball 
over yer right showlder into the lime-kiln, houldin' 
on to the other ind iv it. Thin ye begin to wind 
it up £^in on a bit iv blessed palm that I've here 
for ye to kape the owld boy out iv the business, 
until ye feel some wan pullin' at the other ind iv 
the worsted." 

* " Who howlds me bottom iv yarn ? ' sez ye 
thin. 

* " * I do,' sez she. An' thin if ye're to be marrid 
at all the colleen that's to marry ye will show her- 
self if she was to be a thousand miles away from 
the place at the same time." 

*Wid that she tuck Patsey be the showlders 
an' pushed him out iv the dure to thry his fortin. 
The dure closed behind him an' shut in the laugh- 
in' an' the talkin* iv the company, an' there the 
boy was out be himself in the quiet moonlight. 

L 
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Bedad the moonlight was extra strong in honour 
iv the night that was in tt 'Twas like white 
sunshine mixed up wid cowld instead iv hate, an' it 
covered the ground where it fell like a snow 
shower, an' the shadows med black picturs iv the 
trees. 

* Patsey knew the owld lime-kiln well, standin* 
be itself on the breast iv the hill, wid a grate 
hawthorn growing fominst it He had a stout 
courage iv his own at all times, but his heart bate 
quick an' hard, an' a quare feelin' that was half 
dread an' half hope woke up in him as he faced 
down the boreen, grippin' the ball Iv worsted 
tight in his right hand, and the stick iv blessed 
palm in his left 

• He stood for a minnit beside the hawthorn, 
between two minds whether he'd thry the pish- 
ogue or not Thin he let fly the ball iv worsted 
over his right showlder into the lime-kila The 
thread wint wid the ball as it flew till it fell clane 
an' cliver in the bottom of the kiln. Thin Patsey 
began windin' it slowly back on the stick iv holy 
palm. At first it kem back to him as aisy as it 
wint, an' a quare lonesome sadness kem over him 
wid the thought that he must live an' die an 
owld bachelor. Mebbe, too, there was wan colleen 
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more in his mind at the time than another, but 
if there was he didri't rightly know it himself. 

* All iv a suddint his heart gev a grate jump 
an' stood still, for there was a twitch on the worsted 
like the twitch on his fishin' line whin a trout 
would rise to his fly on the river. He stopped 
windin' on the minnit, an' the twitch kem agin a 
little stronger than before. 

* " Who howlds me ball iv yam ? " sez Patsey ; 
an' in the lonesome silence iv the moonlight the 
sound iv his own voice frightened him. There 
was no answer, but a low laugh like the laugh iv 
a colleen that id be well-plazed wid herself. 

* Patsey's heart whispered who owned that low 
soft laugh, an' he began windin' the worsted like mad. 
It kem wid him aisy enough ; but ever an' agin 
there was a little twitch to the thread that kep' 
his heart batin'. 

' At last his impatience got the betther iv him, 
* " Show yerself," he cried agin, " whoever ye 
are, show yerselt" 

*An' thin an' there, if you'll belave me, 
between two branches iv the hawthorn, as plain as 
I see ye this minnit. Master Watty, he saw the 
face iv Biddy Maguire forninst him in the moon- 
light. The face was white in the white moon- 

L3 
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shine— white as a ghost — but she smUed as he 
looked at her, an' there was a light in her bright 
eyes that warmed his heart. The face wint from 
his eyes as suddint as it kem, an' there was only 
the empty moonlight in its place. 

* For wan minnit the boy stood stock still like 
a stone statue wid the wonder iv it Thin he come 
to himself s^in, an' searched the place high up an' 
low down, whisperin' her name all the time, an' his 
heart batin' faster than iver. But naythur light 
nor sight, nor tale nor tidings, iv the colleen could 
he find. 

' He was in no humour afther that, I promise 
ye, to listen to the questions an' the laughin' an' 
the jokin' iv the naybours beyant at Foxey Regan's. 
So he med the best iv his way across the quiet 
fields back to his own place to think over what he 
saw, an' the manin' iv it. 

* The quare new thoughts that wor comin' arf 
goin' in his heart kep' him awake far into the night, 
an' whin he slept at long last he dramed iv Biddy 
Maguire.' 
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VIII 

HOW PATSEY MADE TRUE LOVE RUN 
SMOOTH 

'The womin is always on for makin* mischief, 
even the best iv thim/ said Peter Rattigan. 

'What are ye talkin' about now?' grunted 
Darby Fathy. 

* I'm talkin' about Biddy Maguire, if ye want 
to know.' 

'An' who may Biddy Maguire be whin she's 
at home ? ' 

Peter regarded him with contemptuous 
amazement 'Begad, Darby Fathy, you're as 
ignorant as a kish iv brogues, so ye are. Haven't 
I tired me tongue tellin' ye that ? ' 

'Never mind him, Peter,' I interrupted 
es^erly, ' I know.' For, indeed, Patsey the Oma- 
daun, and the r^on he dwelt in, and the people 
he met, were real to me as Robinson Crusoe and 
Man Friday and the desert island. Reality itself 
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was not nearly so real * Never mind Darby/ I 
cried, * I know all about it Biddy Maguire was 
Patsey the Omadaun's sweetheart' 

Peter patted me on the head approvingly as I 
sat close beside him on the tailors' board. 

*If ye didn't knock it, Master Watty, ye 
staggered it, emock,' he said. * She wasn't his 
sweetheart all out at that time at any rate. It 
takes two for that kind of work, as you'll lam time 
enough, I'll go bail I'm not sayin' what Biddy 
herself thought about the business, for a colleen's 
saycrets belong to her own heart an' no wan has 
any call to interfere wid thim. 

*But as I was tellin' ye, whativer raison she 
had in it, Biddy tuck it on herself at that time to 
be very civil intirely to Bryan Mulligan. She had 
always the pleasant word in her mouth an' the 
kind look in her eye for the boy, an' she'd walk a 
bit iv the way wid him comin' an' goin' to Mass 
an' the like. Till at last she was so grate wid him 
that the naybours began talkin' about it, and 
pityin' poor Judy Cassidy, an' she havin' been 
called in church wid Bryan three times before 
that 

* I'm not sayin' but Biddy Maguire was to 
blame in the business for Judy Cassidy was a 



Digitized by 



Googk 



MADE TRUE LOVE RUN SMOOTH 151 

comrade girl iv her own, an' she an' her wor always 
the best iv friends. But troth, Fm thinkin' at the 
same time she had no harm in it, only to taze an' 
tormint poor Patsey be lettin' on to be sweet on 
the other boy. But be that as it may, ye cannot 
light fire in jest or aimist without danger iv some 
wan gettin' burnt, if it wor only a moth in the 
candle. It might be only a joke for Biddy 
Maguir^, but troth it was no joke for poor Bryan 
Mulligan, who lost his sleep an' his food on the head 
iv it, an' grew as thin an' as white as a ghost, until 
he could stand it no longer. 

* Wan fine Sunday momin' Patsey was within 
in the house mendin' a fishin' rod, for that was a 
devarshin he was most parshial to, an' sorra trout 
in the river was safe from him, whin who should 
come in on the top of him but Bryan Mulligan, 
pantin' as if he had been running a long way. 

'He sat himself down without spakin', an' 
watched the other for a long time tryin' a fly 
that would decave the wisest trout that iver swam. 

' '* Patsey," sez Bryan at last, "will you answer 
me wan thing ? " 

♦ " Aye, or two things," sez Patsey. 

'"Are ye courtin' Biddy Maguire?" sez 
Bryan. 
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* " Ah, thin, what put that nonsinse into yer 
head ? " sez Patsey ; " an' what's it to ye if I wor 
itself?" 

'"Can't ye give me a straight answer to a 
straight question ? " sez Bryan. 

* " Thin I'm not," sez Patsey, " if ye want to 
know, naythur her nor any other colleen ; an' what 
would ye do if I was ? " 

'" I'd lave her to ye," sez Bryan, "an' I'd lave 
the country into the bargain sooner than I'd try to 
come betune ye an' the girl iv yer heart, for ye 
wor always a good frind to me, Patsey." 

* "An' who gave ye Biddy Maguire to take or 
to lave ? " sez Patsey, in a bit iv a timper. " Haven't 
ye a girl iv yer own, Judy Cassidy, an' as fine a 
colleen as there is in the parish ; an' isn't wan at a 
time enough for ye ? " 

' " Sure, Judy Cassidy is nothin' in the world to 
me now," sez Bryan. 

* " Since whin ? " soz Patsey. 

'"Since iver so long," sez Bryan. "Sure 
there's only wan girl worth lookin' at, an' her 
name is Biddy Maguire," sez he. 

* " Ah, thin, is it there ye are ? " sez Patsey ; " an' 
that's a quare story ye have to tell me. An' would 
ye brake the heart iv the poor colleen that's fond 
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iv ye for as little as ye desarve it, an' shame her 
before the naybours ? " 

* " It's me own heart that's brakin'," sez Bryan, 
" for purty Biddy Maguire." 

* " An' sorra mend ye if it is Itself," sez Patsey. 
" Faix, I'm thinkin' the divil has a howlt on ye 
still, Bryan, whin ivery thing is said an' done, or 
ye wouldn't think iv goin' back iv yer word to a 
colleen that trusted ye." 

* " I tried me best over it," stz Bryan. " If you 
wor to talk from this to the day afther to-morrow 
you couldn't make me feel maner than I -do mysel. 
I'm not sayin' a word agin Judy Cassidy — I 
know as well as ye can tell me that I'm tratin' 
her badly ; but it would trate her worse, mebbe, to 
marry her, an' me heart set on another colleen all 
the time." 

* " An' what do ye want me to do about it ? " sez 
Patsey. " Faix, the divil is in this job worse nor 
the last wan, I'm thinkin'." 

'"I was hopin', mebbe, you might spake a 
good word for me to Biddy Maguire," sez Bryan. 

* " Is it me ? " sez Patsey ; " an' what good 
would that do? Sure, I hardly know the girl 
meself to spake to." 

• " She has a great grah for ye," sez Bryan. " I 
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can tell ye that much, an' she's iver an' always 
drawin' down yer name to me, an' praisin' ye, an' 
yer word would go a long way with her." 

'"Why don't ye spake for yerself?" sez 
Patsey. " Not that I'm advising ye that way." 

* " She niver gives me the chance," sez Bryan. 
* " She's always civil an' smilin', specially whin you 
are to the fore ; but if I spake wan word about 
love-makin', it's to laugh at me she does." 

' " She does right," sez Patsey. 

* " Mebbe she does," sez poor Bryan, " an' mebbe 
I desarve no better ; but it's hard on me all the 
same. Sure, I'm not meself at all for the last few 
months. I'm gone to a shadow wid the dint iv 
the frettin', an* I'm that thin ye could shoot straws 
through me." 

*Well, me dears, the long an' the short iv it 
was that Patsey promised to help him through. 
" Mind ye," sez he, " it goes agin me conscience,** 
sez he, " to do a bad turn to poor Judy Cassidy." 

* Whin Patsey tuck a thing in hands he wasn't 
the wan to go to sleep over it. Two days afther 
that he was on the look-out, whin Biddy Maguire 
went by in the freshness iv the mornin' to her 
milkin', wid the pail under her arm, an' it half full 
iv sweet posies. 
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*" The top IV the mornin^to ye," Patsey calls 
out from the porch iv his cottage, where he was 
standin' in his shirt-sleeves, as fine a boy as you'd 
ax to lay eyes on. 

* At the sound iv his voice Biddy stopped with 
a smile on her rosy lips an' in her blue ttyts, an 
she purtier an' fresher than the fresh posies in her 
milk pail. 

* " I'd like a word wid ye if it was plazin' to 
ye," sez Patsey. " I have something particular to 
say to ye." 

* Faix, her cheeks wor as red as her lips at 
the word, an' there was a light in her blue eyes 
that id coax the birdies from the bushes. 

* " An' why not an' welkim ? " sez she, blushin' 
an' smilin'. " Sure, I'm in no hurry." 

* "If you'd meet me whin the milkin' is over it 
would be more convaynient," sez Patsey, " for the 
cows, the craturs, are in a hurry, I'll go bail, if 
you're not, an' 'twould be a sin an' a shame to 
keep thim waitin'. What I've to say to ye may 
take some time in the sayin' of it Could ye come 
down to the clump of hazel trees beyant the clover 
field at twelve o'clock? Ye know the spot iv 
owld, for it was there I found ye cryin' over Foxey 
Regan that time long ago. The place is lone- 
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some, an' well have it all to ourselves at that hour 
iv the day." 

* " rU come," sez she, " an* welkim, to hear yer 
great saycret, whativer it may be." 

* " It's a thing I want to ax ye to do for me," 
sez Patsey the Omadaun. 

'"Mebbe Fd do it an' mebbe I wouldn't," sez 
she, wid a toss iv her purty head, for she med sure 
an' sartin that she guessed what he'd be askin' iv 
her, an' it was in noways displazin' to her. 

* She was sittin* on the mossy bank under the 
hazel trees, nate and purty, in her best bib an' 
tucker, wid the sun peepin' down at her through 
the cracks in the green roof, whin she heard 
Patsey's step crossin* over the fince from his own 
field. 

* Her heart beat quick an' hard, an' the colour 
kem red to her cheek, but she kep' on pickin' the 
poor weeney primroses an' the violets that wor 
speckled over the green bank forninst her, an' 
puUin' the purty little cratureens to pieces, an' 
niver let on to hear the boy comin' till he was 
standin' close up by her in the shade iv the trees. 

* " Oh, it's you, is it ? " sez she, lookin' up at 
him in great surprise. 

' " Yis, it's me," sez Patsey. "Didn't I tell ye 
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I was comin' ? " And he sat himself down fair an* 
aisy on another bank fominst her. 

* There was room for two on the bank she was 
sittin* on iv they squeezed a trifle, but I always 
towld ye Patsey was an omadaun. 

* Bedad he was hard set to b^in his story whin 
he got the chance, an' he sat there for a good little 
while waitin' to spake, an' she sat waitin' to listen, 
an' the little birdies in the trees above, that wor in 
no ways backwards in their own love-makin', God 
bless thim, wor laughin' out loud at the pair iv thim. 

* " Miss Maguire," sez Patsey, in the long run. 

' « Well, Mr. O'Rourke," sez Biddy. 

* " I'm wishful to spake to ye," sez he. 

* " An' who's hinderin' ye ? " sez she. 

* " It's a thing I want ye to do to plaze me," 
sez he. 

* " Troth it's the quare thing I wouldn't do to 
plaze ye," sez she, stalin' a quick look at him from 
under her eyelashes. 

*" It's a matter iv marriage," sez Patsey ; "but 
faix, I'm half afraid to tell it to ye." 

*"I won't bite ye in any case," sez she, half 
blushin' an' half laughin', for she med sure— an' no 
wonder — that she could guess what was comin'. 

• " There's a boy that's very fond iv ye," sez he. 
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* " Now do ye tell me that ? " $ez she. 

• " Troth an' I do," sez he, '* an' his heart is set 
on ye intirely," sez he. 

' " Troth, an' I pity the cratur if thaf s the way 
wid him,",sez she. 

*"Ye'd niver guess the name that^s on him," 
sez he. 

* " Sure if I wouldn't ye might tell me," sez she. 

'"Thin his^name is Bryan Mulligan," sez he^ 
quite innocent 

'"What I" She let a cry out iv her, an' 
jumped from the bank she was on, as if there wor 
a needle stickin' in it 

* Poor Patsey looked at her as iv she had two 
heads on her ; for the anger in her eyes frightened 
the poor boy, an' he put his elbows up to guard 
his ears, as he used in the owld times at school 
whin the schoolmaster would come at him. 

* " Who did ye say wanted to marry me ? " sez 
she, in a voice that was betune laughin' and cryin'. 

'"Bryan Mulligan," sez he, "an' who did ye 
think it was?" 

'"Not you, anyways," she sez quick and 
sudden, without thinkin' iv herself, and got as red as 
a coal of fire afther she sed it 

'"Indade I'd no thought iv the like," sez me 



Digitized by 



Googk 



MADE TRUE LOVE RUN SMOOTH 159 

poor innocent Patsey, "sure I wouldn't presume 
to it" 

'"Troth, it id be small use for ye iv ye had," 
she answered him back. 

' " Sure I know that," sez he, " an' Td be a fool 
if I didn't. Troth, you are a dale too good for 
me or the likes iv me." 

' She looked at him sharp to see iv he meant 
what he sed, an' the makeness iv the boy began 
to draw the anger out iv her heart 

' " But Bryan Mulligan's heart is set on ye," sez 
Patsey. 

' " He's a fine laughey boy," sez Biddy, " an' a 
dacint father and mother's son " — givin' a sly look 
under her eyes to see how he tuck her praisin' 
another boy. 

*" He's all that," sez Patsey. 

* " An' he has a nice place iv his own," sez she. 

* " He has so," sez Patsey. 

* " A girl might do worse for herself," sez she. 

* " She might very aisy," sez he. 

* Thin Biddy tried another way wid him. 

*"If I'm worth havin' I'm worth askin'," sez 
she, " an' Bryan Mulligan has a tongue in his head 
as well as another, instead iv sendin' you to do the 
courtin' for him." 
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' ** He was afraid an' ashamed iv himself/' sez 
Patsey, 

*"An' you womV sez Biddy, "an* you to 
come courtin' a girl for another man." 

* " I was, thin," sez Patsey, " iv ye knew but all." 

* " Thin why did ye come ? " sez die. 

* " For a raison I had iv me own," sez he. 

* " An' what raison might that be," sez she ; " to 
want to marry me to Bryan Mulligan ? " 

* " Troth an' I don't," sez he. 

'"Don't what? "sez she. 

•"Don't that," sez he. 

• « An' what's that, if ye plaze ? " 

* " I don't want ye to marry Bryan Mulligan," 
sez he ; " quite the contrairy." 

* Begad, that tuck another rise out iv her wid 
the surprise iv it But there was no anger in her 
that time, an' she looked at him as tinder as a 
cow at her calf. 

*"What do ye mane be the contrairy?" sez 
she, wid a voice as soft as a pigeon in the trees on 
a sunshiny day. " If ye don't want me to marry 
Bryan, who do ye want me to marry ? " 

* " No wan at all," sez Patsey. 

' " Thin, why did ye come to me wid this rig- 
marole of marrying at all at all ? " 
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'"rUtellyethat/'sezhe. 

'"Do, thin," sez she. 

* " Bryan is wishful to marry ye," sez he ; " but 
that's no raison why you should want to marry 
him," sez he. " It's often that two people aren't of 
a mind in a matther iv the kind." 

'"Thrue for ye," sez Biddy, wid a sigh that 
she tried to rowl up in a laugh in the ind so that 
it wouldn't be noticed. 

*" There's Judy Cassidy to be considered in 
the business, an' she a comrade girl iv yer own." 

*« That's so," sez she, "an' I'm afraid I trated 
her badly." 

'"What did ye do on her?" sez Patsey. 
"Sure, it's no fault iv yours if a boy takes a fancy 
to ye or that he doesn't. You didn't make yerself 
the way you are, an' it's not aisy to blame the 
boy naither. But I've a plan in me head that I'm 
thinkin' will bring things right agin if you'll only 
give me a lift wid it." 

* " Troth, an' I will so," sez she, " wid a heart 
an' a half, sence it isn't to marry Bryan Mulligan 
ye want me to do." 

' She sat herself down again on the bank, an' 
this time Patsey had the gumption to sit beside 
her, an' for a good hour or more they discoorsed 

M 
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over the plan, whisperin* all the time, though there 
was no wan but the birdies in the trees or the 
flowers in the grass to hear what they wor sayin' 
to aich other. 

* " Twill do grand," sez Biddy, in the long run, 
clappin' her hands, ** an* I'll do me part iv it iv you 
do yours." 

' Bryan Mulligan was up in Fatsey's cottage 
bright an' airly next mornin' for the news iv their 
goings on. 

* " I've the best iv good news for ye," sez me 
bowld Patsey. " Your girl is ready and wiUin' to 
marry ye." 

* " Ye don't tell me so I " sez Bryan, gettin' red 
an* white agin at the thought iv it 

* " But I do tell ye so," sez Patsey, " an' I swear 
it But there's trouble in the road all the same." 

* " I was fearin' so," sez Bryan. 

* " Owld Rory Maguire is as headstrong as a 
mad bull." 

* " Sure all the world knows that" 

* " An' his daughter is frightened out iv her life 
at him." 

* " An' no wondher at all." 

* ** Troth, he'd half murder ye if ye kem lookin' 
afther her." 
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'" I wouldn't doubt him fn the laste." 

' " But there's a way ye might manage. If ye 
wor to come be night wid yer outside car an' the 
smart mare under it^ an' I'd come the same night 
wid a ladder, an' yer own girl would come to ye 
through the window, an' off wid the pair iv 
ye hot foot to Ballinamuck, fifteen miles away, 
where I'll have the priest ready to make man 
an' wife iv ye, an' let owld Rory do his best after- 
wards." 

* " But will the girl come to me ? " sez Bryan. 

* " I had it from Biddy Maguire's own lips that 
she would, hoppin'," sez Patsey ; " isn't that good 
enough ? " 

' It was a bright moonlight night about three 
o'clock in the momin' that the pair iv thim crep' 
up the road to Rory Maguire's, Bryan ladin' the 
mare under the car wid a strip iv an owld sack 
wrapped round ivery hoof iv her to deaden the 
noise iv her goin', an' Patsey carryin' the ladder 
oyer his showlder. 

* 'Twas a three-storey house, no less, wid a porch 
in front iv it. Biddy's room was in the top storey 
iv the house over the porch, Patsey threw up a 
small share iv gravel agin the window in the first 
goin' off to make sure she was there, for bedad 

M2 
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both the boys wor in mortial terror that they'd 
bring owld Rory down on thim. 

* But at the first tap iv the gravel on the glass 
they heard the window open above their heads, an' 
Biddy Maguire's voice dropped down to thim in a 
whisper, « Who's there ? " 

* " It's me, alanna, yer own thrue sweetheart, 
come for ye," sez Bryan in a whisper back to her. 

* " Oh, asthore macree mavoumeen," sez Biddy, 
the rogue iv the world, " sure I'm comin' down to 
me own sweetheart." 

* There was a quare shake in her voice as she 
sed it, an' Bryan couldn't tell rightly if it was 
laughin' or cryin' she was ; but it was more like 
laughin' anyways. 

* With that Patsey plants the ladder agin the 
wall in a great hurry intirely. " Run up wid ye," 
he sez, " an' help the girl down." 

* But before Bryan could stir hand or foot, they 
saw a girl's leg comin' out backwards iv the win- 
dow, an' a purty leg it was, an' no mistake. 
Another leg followed that again, an' down wid her 
down the ladder as lively as a lamplighter. 

* Bryan was mastered at the minnit wid a great 
shyness that tuck the words an' the motion from 
him, an' it was Patsey that discoorsed the girl as she 



Digitized by 



Googk 



MADE TRUE LOVE RUN SMOOTH 165 

stood there forninst thim wrapped from top to toe 
in a big blue cloth cloak, wid the hood drawn over 
her head, an* her shakin' like a lafe in a light wind. 

* " The car is there to the fore," he sez, " an' yer 
own sweetheart is ready an' wilHn', an' there's 
nothin' we need be waitin' for." 

' For he heard a quare sound, an' ye couldn't 
tell was it laughin' or cryin', in the room she kem 
from, an' any minnit owld Rory himself might be 
out on the top iv thim. 

* So Patsey hoisted her up to the back cushion 
iv the car, an' up jumps Bryan beside her. Then 
wid wan lep Patsey was up himself on the other 
side, an' he loosened the reins and tipped the mare 
up behind, an' off wid thim helter-skelter through 
the moonlight like the ghost iv a car, an' the mare 
gallopin' bare fut with rag stockin's on her. 

• It was a lovely night all out, an' not a breeze 
stirrin', barrin' the breeze they med thimselves wid 
their goin'. The hedges slid by on the roadside, 
an' the trees raced back to thim, an' the long 
ridges iv the potatoes in the fields kep' whirlin' for 
themselves as they passed, an' all the time the big 
round moon kep' lookin' down on thim, now from 
wan side iv the road an' now from the other, an' 
whitenin' the ground under her like a snow-storm 
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* Patsey was laughin' quietly to himself as he 
druv on wan side iv the car. But on the other 
side me poor Bryan an' the colleen beside him 
seemed mighty onaisy. She sat up straight an' 
stiff wid the hood iv her cloak drawn so tight over 
her head that he could only see the tip iv her nose. 
Whin he med as iv he would slip his arm round 
her she drew back tremblin*. 

* A quare feelin' kem over the boy. He felt 
shy an' frightened, an' tried to let on to himself 
that it was the dint iv joy an' happiness that was 
troublin' him. But he was hardset to persuade 
himself it was that that ailed him. Sure it^s often 
the way wid the world that whin a body gets what 
he's lookin' for he's no ways too well plazed wid 
his bargain. Bryan was always the laste taste 
afraid iv Biddy Maguire in the best iv times, for 
she had a way iv laughin' at him wid her eyes 
instead iv her mouth, an' if ye belave me he was 
niver more afraid iv her than at the minnit she 
was sittin' beside him straight an' stiff, an' the two 
iv thim drivin' away like mad through the country 
to be married out iv a face. 

* Ivery now an' agin the thought iv his sweet 
Judy Cassidy would come in his mind in spite iv 
himself, an' the mane way he trated her. 
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' He saw her as plain as if she was there before 
his two eyes, an' the kind welkim an* the coaxin' 
look she had for him ever an' always. 

* " An' faix," sez he to himself, in spite iv him- 
self, " if it wor Judy I had beside me this minnit 
an* we goin' to be married, 'tisn't sittin' up stiff 
an' straight we'd be like two prongs iv a harrow, 
an' ne'er a word out iv aither iv us. But, faix, I 
know where my arm would be, an' where her 
head id be, an' I'd be at no loss for things to say 
to her that id plaze iher, an' a kiss be the way 
of no harm at every full stop in our talk, I'll go 
bail." 

' But all the time the car was goin' faster than 
his thoughts, for Patsey didn't spare the mare, I 
can tell ye, an' Bryan felt the road mighty short 
for a man on his way to be married. • i 

* The moon wint down on thim afther a while. 
But Patsey druv on as fast as iver through the 
dark. Thin be slow degrees a soft, grey light 
flowed down out iv the sky an' up out iv the 
ground, comin' at the same time from iverywhere 
an' nowhere at alU 

*Thin there kem a growin' light in the east, 
as if somebody was kindlin' a big bonfire, an' 
the little birdies in the hedges an' bushes began 
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flutterin' and singin' for the bare life, till all iv a 
suddint the sun showed the crown iv his bald> red 
head over the ground, an' the momin' was back in 
the world agin. 

* A cool wind kem wid the momin', an' blew in 
their faces, an' me poor Bryan had a chill an' a 
shiver on him, for he'd come out in his Sunday 
best for the weddin'. He stole an odd look now 
an' agin at the colleen beside him, but she looked 
stifTer an' straighter than iver in the daylight, an* 
the hood drawn down over her face. Sorra a 
sadder-lookin' man iver druv to his own weddin' 
than the same Bryan. 

* Well, me dears, at long last, though it seemed 
short enough to poor Bryan, they kem to the 
Chapel of Ballinamuck, standin' be itself about a 
mile outside the town, an' its nate little steeple 
pointin' straight up to the sky. 

* Faix, poor Bryan's courage very nearly failed 
him all out as they drew up to the open door iv 
the chapel. But, seein' there was no way out iv 
it, he put his best fut foremost an' helped the 
colleen down off the car. He felt her hand cowld 
an' tremblin' in his as he tuck it, an' the hood iv 
her cloak was drawn down over her face all the 
time, an' in wid thim into the chapel. 
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* Bryan got a start for his life whin he saw 
their own Father Pat Kinsella standin' ready 
fominst the altar, the same that had called him 
three times wid Judy Cassidy at home in their 
own place. 

* But, faix, that was nothin' to the start he got 
whin he turned to look for the bride. 

' She had thrun aside the cloak wid the hood 
at long last, an' Patsey was howldin* it, an' here 
she stud in the soft light that kem in from the 
high windy, half-cryin' an' half-smilin', wid a 
colour in her cheek an' a light in her eyes — his 
own darlin' Judy Cassidy, as bright an' purty as a 
rose in the summer momin'. 

* His heart lepped wid joy whin he saw her, 
an' all his owld love flowed back an' nearly 
smothered him. 

* " Ah, thin, Judy," he cried, '* asthore macree, 
is it yourself that was in it all the time, an' can ye 
forgive me ? " 

'"Troth, forgiveness is for me to ax, Bryan 
alannah, an' the trick that I put on ye." 

' " Faix, 'twas the lucky trick for me, anyways," 
sez Bryan. 

'" An' you're glad to see it's meself that's in it 
afther all, instead of purty " 



Digitized by 



Googk 



170 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

* But Patsey, seein* that the priest was lookin 
puzzled at their quare goin's on, stopped the name 
iv Biddy Maguire wid a wink, an' it half-wa3rs out 
iv her mouth. 

*"Howld yer whist," he sez all iv a suddin', 
winkin' hard at the pair, "an' don't keep his 
riverence waitin' wid yer foolish talk, an' him 
comin' the long road widout his breakfast to 
marry ye bekase I towld him ye wor shy to be 
marrid before the naybours. Are ye ready, Bryan 
Mulligan, for the priest is puttin' the ribbon round 
his neck ? " 

• " I am, so," sez Bryan, 

< Bedad, Father Kinsella was a handy man at 
the work, an' in two two's he had thim marrid an' 
done for, an' a happier couple niver stud fominSt 
a priest on the altar. 

* So Bryan ped the priest, an' thanked him for 
his trouble, an' thin off wid thim hot foot back agin 
the way they kem. But, faix, it was a different 
journey for Bryan goin' an' comin'. For now his 
arm was round his girl's waist, an' her head on his 
showlder. Troth, as he heard thim on the other 
side iv the car kissin' and coosherin' like two birds 
on the wan twig, me poor Patsey felt lotiesome.'^ 
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IX 

HOW PATSEY MADE THE BIG BEAR 
COMMIT SUICIDE 

A CIRCUS was coming to town, and the juvenile 
population of Kilclougher was, of course, in a wild 
whirl of excitement Even the visit of the con- 
juror was commonplace in comparison with this 
momentous occurrence. The great news was first 
announced to the boys and girls of Kilclougher 
by the breaking out of flaming placards on every 
dead wall and hoarding of the little town. There 
the most impossible feats were depicted to our 
credulous eyes in realistic colours that insisted on 
belief There were human pyramids at least a 
hundred yards high; there were horses in every 
attitude of untamable frenzy and of educated 
docility. Even to this day I remember vividly 
the picture of the tame horse that sat up on his 
hind legs and played the violin, and of that other 
wild, unconquerable horse^ with tail and mane 
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flying loose, that leaped the twelve-bar gate with 
a lovely lady in a particularly short frock, perched 
like a butterfly on his head. Our excitement fed 
on those pictures till it grew to fever heat 

A week later the circus itself came streeling 
in long procession through the village. What a 
wonderful procession it was to be sure — straight 
out of the Arabian Nights. The lovely lady in 
the carriage of solid gold driving six ponies that 
might be mistaken for dogs but for their flowing 
tails and manes; the wild Indians on their war 
horses and in their war paint, the same that had 
galloped so often over the pages of Cooper and 
Mayne Reid ; the clowns in their motley, sitting 
jauntily, their heads to the tails of their miraculous 
horses painted in piebald patches of brown and 
white; the large elephants stepping ponderously 
like moving houses ; and last and greatest, most 
wonderful, most fascinating, because most fear- 
some of all the huge closely-locked and barred 
caravans — the elephants trailed behind them — filled 
chock full of lions and tigers and all the ferocious 
beasts that loomed and leaped through the terri- 
fying nightmares of childish imagination. 

For anyone who remembers the first circus of his 
boyhood the description of my feelings on the event- 
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ful night of the first performance is not needed ; 
for all others it is meaningless. 

The performance was a scene of unimaginable, 
almost undistinguishable delight. There was ex- 
hilaration in the lateness of the hour, long past 
ordinary bed-time; there was intoxication in the 
wild flare of the gas, in the mingled odour of the 
sawdust and the orange peel ; the rough plank seat 
draped with a thin crimson stuff that in no degree 
modified the hardness of the plank, was the throne 
of the happiest prince in the world. 

The beautiful ladies in short white skirts (not 
over clean), who stood on one pointed toe on 
horses with backs as broad and flat as a table, 
were to my young eyes visions out of fairyland. 

My admiration was divided between that witty 
fellow the clown, with very loose pantaloons and 
paint-bedaubed face, who puzzled the ringmaster 
with his wonderful conundrums, and the stately 
ringmaster, blue-coated and brass-buttoned, who 
retorted with the crack of a whip as long as a 
fishing-rod. On the night of my first circus, amid 
the glare of the gaslight and the thunder of ap- 
plause, I tasted an ecstatic delight which the mere 
grown-up can never hope to enjoy. 

But the crowning glory of the circus was the 
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menagerie. There were no lions or tigers except 
on the flaming painted posters outside the show, 
but these small discrepancies did not trouble the 
unexacting juvenile mind. For there was a bear — 
a big, shag^, terrible bear. 

In the sad wisdom of after days I am inclined 
to the belief that the poor brute was an old perform- 
ing bear whose dancing days were over, and had 
been bought up cheap by the circus, and was as 
harmless as a cow. But no such profane thought 
damped my tremulous enthusiasm as I stood open- 
eyed and open-mouthed before the great bars of 
iron (or painted wood) that guarded the den of the 
ferocious monster, and listened to the eloquent 
pan^iyric of the showman. 

< This, ladies and gentlemen, is the great brown 
grizzly bear, the Ursus magnanimus of the inacces- 
sible forests of Patagonia. He has defeated and 
devoured the most intractable lions and tigers in 
single combat in the fastnesses of his native wilds. 
Three intrepid hunters were slain in the perilous 
attempt to secure this monarch of the forests alive 
and uninjured for the unique exhibition which I have 
now the honour of presenting to your attention.' 

Certain bald patches which extreme old age 
had wrought in the shaggy hide of the Ursus mag' 
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nanimus were pointed out as the healed scars of 
the terrible wounds received in the combat with 
lions and tigers in the fastnesses of his native wilds 
of Patagonia. 

Above all a rumour, which somehow got abroad, 
that in a neighbouring town he had broken 
through the iron bars of his cage and devoured 
a child, gave the finishing touch of fearsome horror 
to our interest in the monster. 

The excitement of the circus made me, I must 
confess, forget for the time my friends on the 
tailors' board. It was not till the circus had been 
two days gone out of the town that I found myself 
once more on the crooked stairs that led to my 
favourite haunt As I paused out of breath at the 
door I heard the even flow of Peter's voice, broken 
by the clitter-clatter of a scissors, and I knew that 
a story was in progress. 

* Circus bear, inagh ! ' cried Peter, in a tone of 
dignified remonstrance. * May God give you sinse, 
Darby Fathy. Sure the circus bear wasn't no 
more than a puppy dog to the wan that I'm tellin' 
ye about' 

I crept in softly and took my accustomed place 
cross-legged on the tailors' board beside the story- 
teller. 
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* Well, as I was tellin' ye,* Peter's voice went on 
in the smooth, slow drawl of its melodious brogue, 
' the bear bruck loose from the menagerie an' med 
his way into the fastnesses of the forest up beyant 
Rory Maguire's place an' ravaged the whole 
country-side.' 

'What's to ravage, Pether, if ye plaze?' in- 
quired impertinent Mickey Costigan. 

' If ye think I've nothin' to do, Mickey Costigan, 
at this time iv me life but to tache ye the book 
larnin' you should have mastered at school, faix 
you're grately mistaken. The grate bear, as I was 
sayin', ravaged the whole country-side and com- 
mitted numerous depredations on the naybours. 
What's a depredations I suppose is the next thing 
you'll be askin' me. But, faix, ye may find out for 
yerself or lave it so. I wouldn't be loosin' me time 
wid the likes iv ye. 

* Troth, thin, there was many a wan wint out 
wid guns an' swords an' th' like to ketch the same 
bear, but they wor kilt an' ate, an' their white bones 
all scattered in the woods to prove it's the truth 
I'm tellin'. 

* But though he ate min or womin or childer for 
that matther, as fast as he'd look up at thim, there 
was nothin' the big bear was so fond iv as honey.' 
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I may mention that this fact in natural history 
had been impressed upon us at the circus. 

* An' faix, it's a quare thing too that the grate 
big murderin' brute, the young childer, an' the little 
weeshie bees, the cratereens, should all be iv the 
wan way iv thinkin'. 

* Well, wanst upoti a time me bowld bear kem 
down out iv the woods an' med an attack on poor 
Patsey's beehives. He tumbled over the first that 
kem before him wid wan poke iv his snout an* 
began aitin* the honey out iv a face. But, faix, 
I'm thinkin' the bees had their say in that busi- 
ness, an* they spiled the taste iv his brekfast on him, 
for they didn't lave an inch iv him widout a sting 
in it So back he went wid himsel helter-skelter 
to the woods, an' a cloud iv thim buzzin' about his 
head as thick as black smoke out iv a chimney whin 
the turf id be wet in the fire below. 

* Come to the story, is it ? Am'nt I comin' to 
it as quick as I can ? If I'm not let tell it me own 
way I'll lave yerself to tell it, Mickey Costigan. Ye 
don't know it to tell ? Well, if ye don't, ye might 
have respect for thim that does. 

•Well, wan fine summer's momin', if that'll 
plaze ye, Patsey was within in his cottage, aitin' 
his brekfast that he had cooked for himself, for he 

N 
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was cook, slut an' butler in the cottage an' no wan 
to help him, whin he heard a grate scream that 
was fit to take the roof off the house. 

' He ran to the dure in the minnit, an' what he 
saw tuck the sight iv his eyes vety near. 

* Thef e was Biddy Maguire standin' stock still 
in the middle iv the road like a beautiful white 
statue, the life tuck clane away from her be the 
fright she was in, an' her milkin* pail rowlin' be- 
fore her an' the flowers spilt out iv it Down 
behind her, gruntin' an' growlin' an' jumpin' an' 
joultin' an' rowlin', kem the big bear out iv the 
woods, wid the red mouth iv him wide open to ate 
her up at wan mouthful. 

* Patsey gave but wan look at the pair iv thim. 
He caught up a thick lump iv a blackthorn stick 
that be the luck iv the world was standin' handy 
inside the dure, an' off wid him like a wild deer up 
the road an' him in his bare head and his shirt 
sleeves. There wasn't a boy in the parish or the 
next parish to it that could run like me brave 
Patsey whin he was put to it, an' he did his best 
that time, an' no mistake. But wid all his best he 
was only just in time to come between the colleen 
an' the baste. 

' The sorra word aither iv them scd whin they 
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met, only to make straight for wan another. Pat- 
sey up wid his blackthorn stick, an' he hit the bear 
wan clip on the point iv the snout that near stag- 
gered him wid the pain iv it. But he kem at 
Patsey agin wid a clout iv his paw that would 
have rowled him over like a ninepin if he caught 
It. Poor Patsey as he ducked felt the whish iv 
the blow go by'^his ear, like the rush iv a high wind 
in the winter time. The bear struck agin wid the 
left paw, but Patsey was out from under that 
again, and came down on the back of his poll wid 
another lick iv his blackthorn. 

*Sorra finer fight iver ye saw than they had 
there on the road for thimselves, an' the poor 
colleen watchin' thim, half dead wid the fright iv 
it Patsey kep' duckin', and dodgin', and whirlin* 
his stick as if it was in a faction fight he was an' 
half a dozen boys down on him, an' ivery whack 
he gev the bear you'd hear the thud iv it a mile off 
the same as if it wor a drum he was batin'. But 
sorra heed the bear ped to him or his blackthorn, 
no more than flies buzzin', only to let a grunt out 
iv him at ivery polthc^e he got an' to come at 
Patsey again worse nor before. Between hoppin' 
an' jumpin' Patsey kep' clear iv his paws, that 
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wint like the sails iv a windmill, an' the bear 
could nayther hit him nor howld him. 

*"Run for yer life to the cottage," Patsey 
shouted back to the colleen, an' his stick goin' all 
the time ; but sorra step she stirred, only watchin' 
the fight. 

* Then Patsey began edgin' back the road he 
kem, an* the bear after him all the time, till he 
kem to the place where the girl was standin'. 
The bear was that wild that he didn't see where 
he was goin', an' didn't he put his paw into the 
milkin' pail on the road all as wan as if it wor a 
Wellington boot he had in it, an' sorra much too 
big it was for him aither. Then wid the rowl iv 
the pail he stumbled, an' very near fell on the 
boreen. 

* That med him mad all out, and the ignorant 
baste went at the poor bucket the same as if it 
wor a Christian, an' he kicked it an' battered it 
to that extent that he didn't lave a stave iv it 
together, an' the hoops rowlin' this way an' that 
on the boreen as if childer wor playin'. 

* Patsey tuck the lucky chance that he got an' 
he caught the colleen clane up in his arms, an' ran 
wid her as fast as his legs could carry him down 
the boreen towards the cottage. 
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' But as fast as he wint the bear wint faster, an' 
whin Patsey heard him agin gruntin' an' pantin' 
behind him he put the girl down on her own feet, 
an' faced back wid his blackthorn to meet the 
inemy. 

* " Run, acushla," he cried, " run for yer life to 
the cottage and bolt the dure after ye." 

• Be the luck iv the world the first lick he met 
the bear was over the eye, an' the baste let a cry 
out iv him like a Christian an' put up his paw to 
rub away the pain. The next minnit he med a 
lep at Patsey so smart an' suddint that he caught 
him. Me poor boy felt the ribs in his body 
crackin' wid the hug iv the brute, an' the colleen 
let a cry out iv her like a hurt child, an' kem 
runnin' up wid a lump iv a stone in her fist, an* 
thumpin' the bear on the back iv the poll wid 
it But, faix, she might as well be thumpin' the 
side iv a house for any effect it tuck on the 
bear. The man an' the baste struggled an' 
strove on the roadside, an' sorra puff* was left in 
me poor Patsey to say a prayer wid. He was 
the best wrastler in the parish, but sure he was 
no more than an infant in arms to the bear, an' 
be the same token' 'twas a rough nurse he had 
in it 
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' But just as the breath was clane gone from 
the poor boy all out the bear tripped over the low 
wall of the boreen an' over wid him head over 
heels into the field below. He loosened his holt 
as he fell, an' Patsey was flung ten yards off. 
The boy was on his feet on the minnit, an' back 
wid him on the boreen staggerin' an' pantin\ It 
was the colleen that took the ladership thin. 

* '* Lane on me, agra/' she sed, an' she took him 
under the arm an' helped him as you'd help a 
wake owld man along the road. His breath an' 
his strength kem back to him as they wint, for it 
was only squeezed an' stunned he Was, an' no bones 
broken. 

* But, troth, they wom't done'wid the bear yit. 
In a minnit afther they heard him rumblin' down 
the boreen afther thim agin. 

* The colleen had the gumption in the middle 
iv her fright to pick the blackthorn up off the 
ground whin Patsey dropped it Now she faced 
round wid the stick in her hand to fight the bear 
as a hin will face a fox whin her chickens are in 
danger. 

'But Patsey tuck the stick from hi^r an' put 
her behind him. "Lave go," he sed, **lave go. 
I'm me own man agin ; lave me to dale wid the 
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owld vagabond iv the world, an' do you run for 
the cottage an' bolt the dure after ye." 

' She did as she was bid that time. She med 
for the cottage, sure enough, that wasn't twinty 
yards off, but she stood wid the dure wide open 
an' her hand ready on the bolt 

^The bear kem at Patsey wid this mouth open, 
an' Patsey let drive at the']«d4mgud i^ him that 
was hangin' out like a dog's. Bedad that was the 
worst clout he got yit The blood spouted from 
where the knobs iv the stick tore him, an' for wan 
minnit the pain tuck all the spunk out iv him. That 
gev Patsey his chance. He med wan dart for the 
cottage dure, an' as he wint through it, Biddy 
slammed the stout oak in the bear's face, an' shot 
the iron bolt home. 

'Me own belief is the stupid baste thought 
the ground swallowed them ; for he looked round 
him like a fool for a minnit: or so, not knowin' 
what happened. Thin he trotted off to the garden 
where the hives wor. The first hive he kem to he 
pushed over wid his snout, an' b^an aitin' the 
honey out iv a face. But the bees had a word to 
say to that business also. Faix, they spilt his 
brekfast, for him anyway, for as sweet as it was, 
wid a sting forivery hair iv his head. In less than 
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five minnits he was gallopin' back agin to the 
woods faster nor he kem, wid the honey stramin' 
in yallow strings from his jaws, an' the bees afther 
him like a pack iv hounds afther a fox. 

* Biddy Maguire had no sooner clapped the 
dure to afther Patsey than a strong wakeness tuck 
her. The colour wint from her cheeks an' the 
light out iv her eyes an' the power from her body. 
She sta^^ered back three steps into the middle iv 
the cottage an' she would have come down flop on 
the flure if Patsey hadn't caught her in his £uins. 
The foolish boy thought at the first goin' off it was 
dead she was, ah' the life was very near frightened 
out iv him, she looked so pale an' purty lyin' there 
in his arms as quite as a sleepin' child. 

'"Wake up, wake up, acushla machree," he 
cried, "sure there's no danger but what's past 
an' gone intirely." 

' A sudden temptation kem over him, an' he 
stooped an' kissed her on the mouth. 

* Twas the first colleen he iver kissed, if you'll 
belave it — an' in troth 'tis hard to belave the like — 
an' a quare shiver iv shyness an' joy mixed to- 
gether ran through him from the crown iv his head 
to the sole iv his fut 

* Be the soft, warm touch iv her lips he knew 
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she wasn't dead. Bedad, you'd think the boy's 
kiss called back her sowl from wheresomever it 
was at the time, for at that minnit a colour began 
to warm in her cheek as I've seen the sky airly on 
a summer's momin', an' her blue eyes opened soft 
an' suddint, and looked straight into his. 

* " Where am I ? " sez she, in a voice as soft as 
a sleepy pigeon. 

* Thin she saw where she was in the boy's arms, 
an' the red kem quick enough to her face, I 
warrant ye. Ye niver in yer life saw two young 
craturs more frightened of aich other, an' aich iv 
thim redder nor what the other was. 

' " I'm afraid I must be goin'," sez she. " Me 
father will be expectin' me." And wid that Patsey 
the Omadaun loosed his hoult on her at wanst 
** An' I'm much obliged to ye," shewinton,spakin' 
very quick, wid a quare trimble in her voice, " for 
savin' me life ; an' the longest day I live I'll niver 
forget it to ye." 

* Wid that, before he could say aye, yis, or no, 
she was gone through the dure like a ray iv sun- 
shine, lavin' him standin' there like a fool, widout 
a word to say for himself. 

* Thin all iv a suddint a grate spite tuck him 
agin the bear that tried to hurt his purty colleen. 
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an' it was little but be med off aftber bim at wanst 
into tbe woods. But be soon saw tbat would be 
small use to bim, an' be widout a gun or a swoc^rd 
or any otber waipin iv war. Still, tbrough it all 
bis mind was set on gettin' quits wid tbe bear 
for tbe bad work be did tbat momin', even if be 
wor to lose bis life over it 

' As be sat tbere scratcbin' bis curly bead, an' 
bis tbougbts goin' tbis way an' tbat like a flock iv 
geese on a cross roads, first wan tbing an' tbin 
anotber kern into bis mind Tbe bear got mixed 
up in bis bead wid Foxey R^[an. From tbat be 
b^an to tbink iv tbe quare cut iv Foxey on All 
Hallows Eve, wbin be missed bis snap at tbe apple 
at wan ind iv^tbe twirlin' stick an' tbe hug iv flour 
at tbe otber ind met bim a poltbouge on tbe side 
iv tbe bead an' burst on bim. 

' All iv a suddint from tb^t foolisb wanderin' 
tbat was betune sleepin' an' wakin' tbere jumped 
out at bim a plan for makin' a bit free wid the 
bear. 

' Faix, be didn't cool on it aitber. It was a 
quare lot iv tbings be got ready to take wid bim 
on his bear huntin'. First he tuck a box iv honey, 
thick an' pure, wid the wax as clane as the honey, 
an' put it in a basket for convaynience sake. ^'It's 
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a sin an' a shame to waste it on a brute iv the 
kind," he grumbled, as he packed it Thin he tuck 
a half-hundred weight wid a ring to it, an' a good 
bit iv a stout hemp rope an' sorra wan thing else 
to help him wid the troublesome job he had in 
hand. 

' Sure, the divil a quarer thing than that same 
bear huntin' was iver seen since Adam was a 
whistlin' gossoon. 

*Whin Patsey got on the inside edge iv the 
wood he kep' his eyes open for the tree he was in 
quest iv, an' it wasn't long till he kem to it, a 
great big owld anchint oak wid the strong branches 
stickin' straight out iv it, widout the laste sign iv a 
bend or curl up nor down. 

'The first thing Patsey did was to waste a 
good share iv the honey that he brought wid him, 
scatterin' some iv it on the ground an' rubbin' 
more iv it on the trunk iv the tree. Thin he tied 
the rope to the half-hundred weight, an' the basket 
iv honey^ to that again, an' wid the other ind iv 
the rope betune his teeth up the tree wid him like 
a monkey. 

' He was climbin' ever an' ever till he kem to a 
big straight branch about thirty fut or more from 
the ground, an' another runnin' the same way a 
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dozen feet over that again. Thin he tuck to 
haulin' up his load be manes iv the rope. Whin 
he got it settled on the butt iv the branch beside 
him he spread the honeycomb out along it, layin' 
it thicker an* thicker as he wint, an' finishin' off wid 
a fine big lump at the ind. 

* Thin he tuck the rope in his teeth an* up wid 
him to the branch overhead. He twisted the rope 
twice round the branch in a manner that the 
weight hung down about three fut from the wan 
below. 

* " I think that ought to do now/' sez Patsey to 
himself, as he slid down in a hurry out iv the tree, 
for he thought he heard the bear rummagin' in the 
woods for the brekfast that he missed in purty 
Biddy Maguire. 

*Just outside the wood he stopped to watch, 
an', be some quare chance, while he was watchin' 
the bear, purty Biddy Maguire was watchin' him- 
self. 

*Whin he stood there for a good little while 
the girl's curiosity, an' mebbe something else to 
help it, got the betther iv her, an' she kem up to 
him as timid as a bird to a trap. 

* " What is it, Patsey ? " she whispered, an' the 
whisper med the heart jump in him. 
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*" Whist, acushla," he answered back, "look 
there " ; an' she very near let a cry out iv her, for 
she saw the bear come blunderin' slowly out iv the 
woods like a big black shadow through the trees. 

* " Run," she whispered ; " run, he'll be afther 
us agin." But Patsey bid her kape herself quite 
an' aisy, that there was no fear of her that time. 
Sure enough the bear ped no heed in the world 
to aither iv thim. He'd got the scint iv the fresh 
honey, an' that's what the thief of the world was 
afther at the time. So he kem along slow an^ 
sure to the big oak tree, pickin' up the bits iv 
honeycomb that Patsey had scattered for him. 
Thin he licked the trunk iv the tree wid the big 
red tongue iv him, an' he licked his chops afther- 
wards. Whin he had licked the trunk iv the tree 
clane, up wid him hand over fist into the branches. 
He stopped at the same big branch that Patsey 
had stopped at, an' they could see him go out 
along it, balancin' himself like a rope walker, an' 
aitin' the honey as he wint 

*He gev no heed at all to the half-hundred 
weight that was hangin' in front iv him, but just 
shoved it out iv his way wid his snout to give 
himself clear room to pass. But the half-hundred 
weight kem back smart from the swing an' gev 
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him a rap wid the sharp edge iv it behind the ear. 
If it didn't hurt him much itself it vexed him, an* 
he gev the weight a harder shove the next time to 
put it out iv the way for good an' alL That time 
it swung straight back an' tuck him on the point 
Iv the nose that was sore already wid the black- 
thorn. Bedad that riz the divil in the big bear, 
an' he reared straight up on his hind legs to fight 
it. But the harder he hit it the harder it hit him 
back, an' faix the iron hurt the bear more than the 
bear hurt the iron. 

* But the mad divil wouldn't give in to it, an' 
Patsey an' Biddy nearly lost their lives wid 
laughin' to see him squarin' out wid the right hand 
an' the left at the half-hundred weight that didn't 
care a thraneen for his best, an' ivery blow he gave 
fit to kill a cow. 

*At last he gev wan mighty smack that sint 
the weight flyin' round in a circle, an' while he was 
waitin' an' balancin' to meet it agin, whin it kem 
at him in the front, it tuck him a polthc^e in the 
back iv the knob and swep' him from the branch 
like a ripe acorn. He kem down wid a smack an' 
a hop like a handball, an' thin lay quite still. 

'Patsey and Biddy kem runnin' up together, 
an' they found him stone dead '' I'll have the 
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skin IV him to make ye a winter jacket," sez 
Patsey. 

* Biddy stooped down an' patted the rough 
head iv the baste. " Poor fellow," she sed in a low 
whisper, widout lookin' at the boy beside her. 
" Sure, afther all, 'twas his great fault he was too 
fond iv me, an' Fm not the wan to blem him for 
that. He lost his life over wantin' to hug me." 

* " There are others that* d do the same thing," 
thought poor Patsey to himself; but the omadaun 
hadn't the gumption to say it out loud whin he 
got the chance.' 
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X 

HOW PATSEY MET THE GRAND LADY 

*She was the grand lady intirely, an' Patsey 
knew that/ said Peter Rattigan. 

• Ah ! thin, where did she come from, 
an}nvays?' asked Darby Fathy, bewildered by 
the sudden irruption of a grand lady into the life 
and adventures of Patsey the Omadaun. 

'Sure, isn't that what Vm tellin* ye if ye'd 
only have the manners to listen ? * said Peter. 

* She was a mighty grand lady all out She 
kem from the Aist Injas or Wist Injas, an' I 
couldn't tell ye which if ye wor to put me to me 
oath. Her husband was the Governor iv the 
place, an' a dale elder nor what she was, an' 
they'd only wan child, a purty little slip of a 
girl, about five years owld, an' as like her mother 
as two pays. 

' I was niver in those places meself, so it stands 
to raison I don't know a great dale about thim, so 
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if ye ax me no questions Til tell ye no lies. But 
the pair lived happy enough, be all accounts, till the 
husband died iv the hate or the cowld, or whativer 
else it was, in the place, an' the grand lady kem 
back wid her daughter to the castle in Ireland, 
where they used to live before they wor ordered 
away to furrin parts. 

* She was afraid, mebbe, if she kep' the daughter 
there too long she might turn black on her, like 
most iv the people that's bom out there ; an* that 
id be a pity, too, for the little colleen had a skin 
like the wild roses in the hedges in the airly 
summer time. 

*The castle that I'm tellin' ye of was the 
finest place in that country. It was about three 
miles out from the village, in the opposite direction 
intirely from Rory Maguire's, built on the slope iv 
a smooth green hill, wid the woods at the back iv 
it, an' in front iv it a deep, dumb river that slid 
down fast an' smooth to the waterfall, an' wint 
over wid a roar an' tumble iv white foam. 

* 'Twas there the young widow used to love to 
sit be the smooth river's banks, near half a mile 
above the falls, undher the shade iv a big crooked 
growin' whitethorn, while the still warm air was 
sweet wid the May bloom, an' the river ran by iver 
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an* alvtrays silent an' smooth like the river iv a 
drame. 

'Sometimes she'd have a book in her hand, 
but she'd be so long betune the tumin' iv the 
laves that the weeny flowers from the branches 
above would have time to fall an' gather on die 
pages. 

' What did she be thinkin' iv all those times ? 
Faix, if s hard for the likes iv me to tell ye diat. 
What does young women be thinkin' iv most times 
whin they are alone be thimselves — but love. Be 
all accounts there was a small share iv love in the 
first match that she med. The man was owld 
enough to be her father, an' 'twas her friends 
overruled her into marryin' him, an' she only a 
young slip iv a colleen at the time. But she was 
always the good wife to him, so I'm towld, an' put 
up wid his quare ways an' contrariness till the hour 
iv his death. 

' Now her heart was set intirely on the little 
daughter, an' she niver stirred a step widout her. 
Whin the mother would be sittin' on the sate 
undher the hawthorn, the little colleen would be 
ninnin' loose in the field forninst her, flying from 
one flower to another, like a white butterfly, God 
bless her» an' makin' cowslip balls an' daisy chains 
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for herself, an' comin' back ivery minnit wid this 
purty thing or that to her mother, who had always 
a kind word an' a kiss for the sweet little colleen. 

' The widow had the thought to put up a fince 
IV young trees be the river's brim to keep the child 
from the water, an' bad luck to the good-for-nothing 
workman that med that same fince, whomsoiver he 
was, an' I'll tell ye why aftherwards. 

* But first ye must know that the mother an' 
daughter hadn't the river all to thimselves on those 
fine momin's when the sun would be playin' hide 
and go sake among the clouds that wor scattered 
over the sky, like a flock iv sheep on a blue field, 
an' jthe big trout would be leppin' and ploppin' 
afther the May fly in the deep dark waters under 
the shadow iv the trees. 

* I always towld ye before this that Patsey was 
a great hand at the trout fishin'. But in the owld 
days it's little time he gev himself for the sport, as 
fond as he was iv it. 

* But a quare feelin' was growin' on the boy iv 
late that put him from work or company. The 
spring plantin' was done, an' the crops down wid 
him, an' he had his time to himself very much, but 
he showed no taste at all for dancin' or devarshin 
at wake or pathem. Nothin' would plaze him but 
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to go meanderin' in the woods or down be the 
river, wid no wan along wid him only himself, an* 
the thought iv purty Biddy Maguire for company. 

* Mebbe he might have coaxed the colleen her- 
self to come wid him for a stroll iv he axed her, 
but he was afeard. Iver since the day he kissed 
her unbeknownst, within his own cottage, he 
couldn't look the colleen in the face widiout 
blushin* and tremblin*. He used to be free an' 
aisy wid her, as wan boy to another, wid a frindly 
word an' a laugh whin they met Now, though 
he'd be hungry an' thirsty for a word or a smile, 
yet he'd run an' hide himself if he saw her comin' 
a mile off, an' thin he'd curse himself the rest iv 
the day for his foolery. 

' Biddy Maguire herself wasn't plazed at his 
goin's on, I can tell ye, for girls are quick to notice 
that kind iv thing. 

* But, be that as it may, poor Patsey would sit 
for the length iv a day be the river, under the trees, 
not knowin' himself what he wanted or what he 
didn't want, an* the warmth of the sun an* the 
whisperin* iv the trees an' the twitterin* iv the small 
birdies nestin* in the green laves were a joy an' a 
tormint to him at the same time. 

* Bedad the poor trout ped for it all. There 
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was a spot down very near a quarter iv a mile nearer 
the falls than the stand which the grand lady had 
for herself on the opposite bank, where the trout 
were as thick as blackberries on a bramble in the 
autumn time. The fishes used to come hoppin' 
an' jumpin' up the waterfall, which was known far 
an' wide as the " salmon lep." On a sunshiny day 
you'd see thim flashin' an' dartin' an' shootin'as thick 
as sparks from a smith's fire, so quick that your 
eyes id be dazzled in your head tryin' to count thim. 

* Those that med their way good up the falls 
tuck this quiet place to rest thimselves afther their 
work, niver thinkin*^ at all of Patsey that was there 
before thim wid his fishin' rod. There was niver a 
more deluderin' fisherman before or sence than the 
same Patsey. Sure there wasn't a trout or a salmon 
that could be up to him. Iv wan of Patsey's flies 
was sailin' soft an' smooth down the top iv the 
water wid a shiver through it from the tremblin' 
iv the tipiv the rod, sorra fish iv thim all would 
look the same side iv the river that the rale fly 
would be. 

* Mind ye, too, the grand lady would often take 
notice iv Patsey fishin' no more nor a dark shadow 
by the bank away down the strame, an' she would 
watch the rod swing as he cast the fly, an' often- 
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time she would see the white gleam iv the splashin 
trout as he landed it, an* she'd wonder to herself 
what manner iv man it was that kem there so 
constant 

*Twas a terrible chance that brought thim 
together in the long run. On a bright May 
momin', whin the owld world looks its best, an' 
you'd think it was just med out iv the new. Patsey 
was fishin' down the river in the owld spot where 
the trout wor as thick and as lively as midges, an* 
as ready to bite. Very near a quarter iv a mile 
away the grand lady was readin', or makin' belave 
to read, an' the little colleen was playin' for herself 
in the meadow be the river. 

< 'Twas a big butterfly, wid all the colours of the 
rainbow, that did the whole damage. When die 
little colleen seen it fly up out iv the red clover she 
let a cry iv joy out iv her, and ran to chase it. It 
stooped down agin to a small shrub iv a plant wid 
a swate white blossom, an' I don't rightly know the 
name iv it There it sat, shiverin' an quiverin* in 
the sunshine, an' the little colleen comin' up behind, 
wid her straw hat ready, med sure an' sartin §he 
had it caught that time. Not a bit iv it Just as 
the rim iv the straw hat was halfways down over 
it, me bowld butterfly floated off wid itself as 
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smooth an' swift as a withered lafe in a high wind, 
an' the little colleen hot fut afther it again. The 
butterfly med straight for the river this time ; the 
little colleen followed hard an' fast, not lookin' 
which way she was goin'. 

' Musha, bad luck agin to the man that med the 
fince be the river's brim. It splinthered like dry 
twigs whin the child struck it, an' down wid her, 
slidderin' an' slidin' like a boat from the bank, into 
the deep, fast wather. 

' She gev wan sharp cry whin she felt the cowld 
touch iv the wather on her body. The mother 
answered wid another louder cry, an' lepped from 
her sate, sendin' her book flyin', an' kem racin' 
down to the bank. But for as fast as she ran the 
river ran faster. The colleen floated for a while 
like a pulled flower that you'd fling on the top iv 
the wather, an' the river raced wid her faster an' 
faster on to the terrible falls, an' the mother raced 
afther her along the bank screamin' like a banshee 
as she ran. 

* But Patsey down the river heard the first cry 
the girleen gev. He flung the rod from him on 
the minnit, an' a big fish hooked be the same 
token, an' he tore the heavy brogues off* his feet 
an' the coat from his back, an' in wid him head 
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fominst into the wather wid a push from the bank 
that shot him out like a dartin' trout into the fast 
currint He could see the child now close to the 
far bank an' she racin' down to him like a patch iv 
white foam on the swift, smooth black wather. 

' Could he cross an' ketch her before she got 
to the falls ? Bedad he could try anyways, he sed 
to himself, though his own life was on the tosser. 
He turned round an' faced slantways across the 
river towards the falls, that roared an' howled at 
him to come on. As his shoulder caught the rush 
of the currint it was like the prow iv a boat, an' 
the angry wather splashed over his head. But he 
shook it off wid a rise an' a dash, an' druv himself 
on wid the quick push iv his hands an' feet that 
niver ceased nor tired. 

* *Twas the closest shave that iver ye saw in 
all yer bom days, an' the mother watchin' like a 
frozen statue be the river's bank wid all the life 
that was left in her shinin' in her eyes. 

* She cried out agin, a cry that would soften 
the heart of the divil out iv hell, as she saw her 
innocent white blossom fly past in front iv the 
strong swimmer straight on for the falls. But 
wid wan mighty lep, like a leppin' salmon, Patsey 
caught the tail iv the little colleen's white dress as 
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she passed him, an' drew her back from the death 
she was racin' to. 

' Howldin' her tight wid wan hand an* swim- 
min' his best wid the other, Patsey med for the 
bank, but for ivery fut he drew himself across 
the river the currint dragged him two down to the 
falls. 

* Just where the smooth black wather began to 
show thin streaks iv white a big tree hung out 
from the bank, washin' the tips iv its laves in the 
rush iv the strame. Faix, 'twas often that Patsey 
cursed the same tree whin a fish would go dartin' 
across the river under the thick thatch of branches 
an' tangle an' brake his line on him. But he didn't 
curse it this time anyways, as the currint carried 
him within reach, an' he caught a tough branch 
ths^t stretched so close to the wather's edge that 
it very near cut the back iv the head off him as 
he slid undher it 

'The tough branch creaked an' cracked from 
the drag iv the rushin' wather. But before it 
could give wid him, Patsey caught another branch 
stronger an' nearer to the bank an' drew himself 
closer in. He was still in deep wather, an' the 
currint med a streak iv white froth whin it met 
his body, as iv it wor a rock that was in it. But 
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the mother laned out from the bank, an' Pats^ 
laned in from the river an' pushed the little colleen 
up towards her. She could just touch the hem iv 
the dress wid her fingers at the first goin' off, but 
she gathered it in, little be little, till she had a 
good fistful iv it, an' she drew the child from 
Patsey's hand to the bank. 

' You'd think it was a mad woman was in it 
iv ye saw the capers iv her whin she got her tittle 
colleen safe to land. The mothei^s heart is the 
same in the poor woman an' the grand lady, an' 
I do be often thinkin' that the bastes iv the field 
an' the birdies in the bushes have much the same 
nature in thim, too, iv anything would be troublin' 
their young wans. 

' The grand lady caught the wet little colleen 
to her breast, an' cooshered her tight in her arms, 
an' fondled her an' kissed her all over as if it was 
goin' to ate her she was. 

* There was no hade at all ped to poor Patsey 
whin he drew himself ashore by the branches safe 
an' sound, an' stood on the green bank watchin' 
thim both, an' the water drippin' from him in 
rivers, no less. 

'At last the grand lady turned an' saw him, 
an' kem runnin' to him wid wan hand stretched 
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out an' the other still clasped tight round her 
little colleen. 

* She fairly tuck the light out iv his eyes as he 
saw her comin'. She was a dale taller than most 
womin^ an' her hair, which had shook loose as she 
ran, reached below her knees, an' was black, an' 
shiny, an' wavy as the wather iv the river. Her 
face was still pale wid the fright she was put to, 
though a colour began to warm in her cheeks. 
But it was the eyes iv her that frightened the boy 
— big an' black, wid a great light shinin' out iv 
thim. 

* She caught up his wet hand when she kem to 
him, and kissed it three times over. '*Thanksi 
thanks," she cried ; •* oh ! how can I iver thank ye 
for savin' me darlint child. 'Twas God sint ye to us." 

* " Sure, 'twas nothin' at all, ma'am," sez Patsey, 
stammerin' and blushin'; ''whin I saw the little 
colleen comin' racin' down the river, an* you on 
the bank scramin' — savin* yer prisince — scramin' 
like a banshee, what else had I to do but to do 
what I did ? An', sure, 'twas no more nor a fine 
swim for me on a May momin', whin there's no 
cruelty in the wather at all at all." 

*"You are very brave an' very modest," sez 
she, lookin' at him straight in the eyes till the 



Digitized by 



Googk 



204 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

poor boy blushed as red as a live coal ; ''but ye 
sha'n't chate me out iv gratitude/' sez the grand 
lady. 

'"Gratitude, inagh," sez Patsey; "faix, thafs 
a big word for a small matther, yer ladyship." 

' " Do ye call me child's life a small matther ? " 
she answered him back quick ; " an* that's what I 
owe ye," sez she. 

'Patsey said nothin' to that, an' she began 
walkin' back along the river, carryin' her child all 
the time. 

' Patsey saw be the look in her eyes that he 
was to go wid her, an' he wint 

' " If ye'll be sed be me, yer ladyship, ye'U put 
the colleen down on the ground an' let her run. 
Sorra wan taste iv harm the duckin' will do her 
if she doesn't get cowld out iv it aftherwards. 
Sure, if it was carryin' she wanted, I'm fitter to 
carry her nor what you are. But her own two 
legs are her best manes iv travellin'." 

' " Can ye walk, darlint i " whispered the mother 
to the wet little colleen in her arms. 

' " An* run, mammy," sez the small voice back 
to her, " an- Fd just love it as well." 

* Thin the mother set the colleen down on the 
grass beside her an' tuck her be the hand, an* the 
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innocent little cratereen gev the other hand to 
Patsey as friendly as ye plaze, an' the three iv 
thim tuck to racin' in a row along the banks iv the 
river wid the child in the middle. 

' Me poor Patsey felt a quare shyness that tuck 
all the spunk out iv him as he ran with the grand 
lady so close. 

* Afther a little while they turned up a side path 
that led from the river to the big house, mebbe a 
quarter iv a mile away. It was a mighty big 
house intirely, all built iv white stone, standin', 
sharp an' clear agin the blue sky, as if it had been 
cut out iv the wan solid block, wid pillars in the 
front iv it as thick as a man's body, an' higher nor 
twinty men standin' on their heads, wan on top iv 
the other. 

* Whin they kem on the gravel space in front 
iv the big hall dure Patsey let the little colleen's 
hand drop from him, an' drew back all of a sudden. 
" I must be goin' now me own way," he sed, " an' it's 
gettin' late." 

'But the grand lady sed agin that. "Come 
in," sez she, " an' the servants will get ye dry 

clothes. There are some inside belongin' to " 

She stopped herself wid the red in her cheeks, for 
it was the name iv the grate lord, her husband, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



2o6 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

she was goin' to draw down, an' sure his clothes 
wouldn't look at Patsey, seein' that he was only a 
small little bit iv a man an' Patsey was six fut in 
his wet stockin's. 

• " Ye'U get yer death iv cowld," sez she, patchin' 
her broken words together anyhow, "out iv the 
wettin' ye had." 

* " Is it me ? " sez Patsey, wid a laugh that was 
as good to hear as the song iv the throstle on a 
spring momin'. " Sure I'm more often wet nor dry 
whin I'm afther the fistu Me coat is on the other 
side iv the river, an' me boots, an' me rod an' a fish 
stuck to that same whin I left it, but \^ere he is 
now, goodness knows ; so I must be off at wanst, 
thankin' yer ladyship kindly all the same an' hopin' 
the little colleen will be none the worse for her dip." 

* Before she could say yis, aye or no to that he 
med her a fine bow an' away wid him down the 
avenue as fast as a colt in a paddock whin some- 
wan would be tryin' to catch him. 

•Patsey med straight for the river an* in wid 
him across it, slantin' down wid the current to the 
place where his rod an' coat an' boots wor lyin' 
together on the bank, an' the grand lady, for as 
grate as was her hurry, watched till she saw him 
safe over. 
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* Twasn't long afther that, mebbe the next day, 
an* mebbe the day afther, whin Patsey was fishin* 
on the other side iv the river, a soft voice sayin* 
" Good mominV very near started the life out iv 
him. 

' It was the grand lady herself; she kem up so 
softly, an' he busy stuck in a fine fish, that he niver 
heard her comin'. 

'She was more beautiful than what she was 
before, dressed all in black that fitted her smooth 
an' soft an' glossy as the coat iv a thoroughbred 
filly, an' not the laste taste iv colour anywhere, 
except wan red rose that was stuck in the twisted 
ropes iv her shiny black hair. 

'She had the little colleen be the hand, an' 
there was a smile in her eyes that id warm the 
heart inside iv ye. 

*"Ah, thin, good mornin', an' God save ye 
kindly," sez Patsey, puUin' off his cap wid wan 
handy but niver losin' his howlt on the fish all the 
time. 

< " We've come to thank ye agin, Maggie an' I. 
Ye ran away so fast ye gev us no time the other 
day." 

* Poor Patsey didn't know what to say to that, 
an* be was glad iv the excuse that the fish he had 
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on his hook gev a run across the river, an' the line 
ran wid him like the swish iv a whip, an' the top 
iv the rod bent down to the wather. 

* 'Twas plain in a minnit that the grand lady 
was used to the game. Sorra word more she sed, 
but watched Patsey playin' the fish beautiful up 
an' doMm the river, tightenin' here an' aisin' there 
till he had the life tired out iv the cratur, and he 
led him in fair an' aisy as a dog id lade a blind 
man, right under the bank. 

* Thin without a word the grand lady picked 
up the landin' net that was lyin' handy an' stooped 
softly down over the bank, an' as nate as ye plaze 
she whipped a fine lump iv a salmon kickin' an' 
jumpin' on the grass. 

' The little colleen gev a cry iv joy at the sight 
iv him fiashin' in the sunshine like a sythe in the 
hands of a smart mower. 

' " I used to do that," sez the grand lady, " in 
the Injas for me husband." And she blushed agin 
at the mintion iv the word husband. 

' Patsey could do no less for manners sake than 
walk back wid her towards the big house wid the 
rod over his shoulders, an' the salmon wid a gad 
through the gills streelin' in the grass beside him. 

' She was so aisy spoken an' simple in her talk 
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that he forgot afther a while that it was a grand 
lady he had in it Sure Mrs. Moriarty, the widdy 
woman in the grocer's shop round the comer, gives 
herself twice as many airs. 

'The little colleen kep' flutterin' and chirpin' 
round thim like a bird as they walked till they 
kem to the place where she fell in, an' the mother 
showed him the brache in the fince. 

<So he promised that he'd come agin wid a 
hammer an' nails an' make the fince good for her. 
Thin they had a bit iv a dispute together over the 
salmon. Patsey swore the fish was her own be 
rights, as she was the wan that caught it But she 
didn't want to take it, an' he didn't want to keep 
it " Sure I can ketch wan for meself," sez he, " on 
the way back, an' the river swarmin' wid thim." 

* In the long runJie carried the fish for her up 
to the big house, an' the grand lady herself showed 
him all over the place, an' gev him cakes an' fruit, 
an' wine to drink. There wor more rooms in that 
house than there are cells in a beehive, an' the 
picturs an' die statues an' the silks an' the satins 
an' the goold an' the silver that wor scattered care- 
less over the place like shells on the say shore took 
the light out iv the boy's eyes. But he caught 
no more salmon that day, I'll go bail 
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'They met oftentimes afther that, the tinree 
iv thim, an' sometimes the mother an' dau^^ter 
would be watchin' him fishin' till he'd have a nice 
little lot iv trout caught for thim» an' he'd make 
the basket as nate as iver ye saw out iv the 
green rushes to howld thim. But most tinges he'd 
be playin' an' gostherin' wid the little colleen, for 
all his lifetime the boy was fond iv childher, an' he'd 
make little boats out iv the Baggers be the brim 
that would go sailin' down the river, dartin' here 
an' there like fishes as the wind tuck their sails ; 
an' other times he'd tell her owld aincient Irish 
stories about the fairy dances an' changins' an' the 
leprechauns an' the like; an' the little coUeen 
would listen as quiet as her own wax dolly that 
was on the ground beside her, an' her big blue 
eyes as wide open, while the mother from her sate 
undher the hawthorn would watch the pair iv thim 
out, iv the comer iv her ty^, an' she lettin' on to 
read. 

'Other times the grand lady would read out 
loud for Patsey the Omadaun out iv a poetry 
book she had, where the words flowed as smooth 
as the water in the river an' sweet as the birds in 
the trees, arf thin would conie soft, tinder 
'.houghts in me poor Patsey's head as he listened 
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to her, but sure 'twas iv Biddy Maguire he was 
tiiinldn' all the time. 

* Well, me dears, the days slid by in this way 
from May into June, an* those three wor grater 
frinds than iver wid each day that passed. 

'What was in the grand lady's mind I don't 
know, an' I'm not goin' to ax naythur, for I can 
tell whin to mind me own business, not like other 
people, without interferin' wid the like iv her, an' 
it's enough for me to tell ye the things that 
happened. 

' Afther a while the naybours began to notice 
-the comin's an' goin's of Patsey ah' the grand lady 
up at the big house, an' there was a great dale iv 
owld talk over it in the village below, but no wan 
liked to say a word to the boy himself about it 
only Foxey Regan, that hadn't the dacincy to 
keep a quite tongue in his head. 

' He met Patsey wan evenin' cbmin' through 
the meadow land down to his own place from the 
river. 

' " Well, Patsey," sez he, lettin' a big lau j^ out 
iv him, ^ an* whin is it to come off?" 

* " What is it ? " sez Patsey. 

*"The marriage!" sez Foxey Regan, wid a 
grin on his ugly face. 

P2 
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* " What marriage ? " sez Patsey agin. 

'"Yourself an' the grand lady/* sez Foxey 
R^an ; " sure all the world knows she's in love 
wid ye." 

' Patsey was a quiet boy most times. But at 
the word of Foxey R^^ he got that red that 
you'd think the blood would burst through his 
cheeks, an' a wicked light lit up in his blue eyes. 

* Sorra word he med answer good nor bad, but 
he stretched his hand out an' tuck Foxey R^^an 
be the collar an' shook him as you'd shake an 
apple tree to shake the fruit off it He let go iv 
a suddint, an' Foxey rowled over an* over on the 
grass like a rabbit that id be shot, an' lay where 
he landed afeard to stir. 

•But Patsey gev no more heed to him, but 
walked on straight home wid his head bent, thinkin' 
iv a whole lot iv things. 

* The next momin* he was bright an' airly at 
the river side ; but for as airly as he was, the 
grand My with the little colleen, an' she as grand 
an' as pleasant as iver, was there before him. 
But poor Patsey was ashamed to look her in the 
face, remcmberin* the words iv Foxey Regan the 
night before. - - 

' Afther a cast or two he put by his rod, sayin' 
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'twas too sunshiny for the fishes, an' began tellln' 
fairy tales to the little colleen. 

'Be raison iv the great hate iv the sun they 
had to come up pretty close to where the grand 
lady herself sat in the shelter iv the trees. But 
she was radin' her book, an' takin' no notice iv 
thim, an' Patsey sat wid his back to her. 

* " Wanst upon a time," he began wid his story, 
" there was a princess, an' she was the grandest an' 
most beautiful in the world, an' the kindest along 
wid that, an' she had lovely black, shiny hair 
hangin' down to her feet very near." 

' " You mane golden hair," sez the little colleen. 
''The princesses always has golden hair in the story- 
books." 

' '' This princess had black hair, anyways," sez 
Patsey, " an' she was the most beautiful iv thim 
all. Well, there was a shepherd boy in the story, 
just a rough, conmion boy as you'd meet any day 
iv the week, an' he happened to save something 
the princess was mighty fond iv intirely." 

*"I know," sez the little colleen; "a golden 
. apple that fell in the pond." 

*"Aye, just so," sez Patsey; "an' indade ye 
might call it 'the apple iv her eye.' An' small 
thanks it was for the boy to save it ; sure, a big 
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water-dog would have done as much. But the 
gtznd princess out iv her own good heart was too 
kind an' thankful for the likes iv him." 

*"I know," sez the little colleen, "an' she 
married the shepherd boy^ It always inds like 
that in the stoiy-books." 

' Poor Patsey got very red in the face ; but she 
was that bent on the story the child took no notice, 
an' the mother wasn't listenin', seemingly. 

* " It didn't ind that ways this time," sez Patsey ; 
"an' how should it? Troth, the notion niver 
entered into the mind iv wan or the other iv thim. 
But the princess was so kind an' good to the poor 
boy that ill-spoken naybours b^fan whisperin' their 
nonsinse, an' the princess wasn't angty, seein' 'twas 
no fault iv his. But she thought it right to say 
good-bye on the head iv it ; an', sure, the shepherd 
boy would be the last to blame her for it, knowih' 
'twas right she did, though his heart was heavy at 
the partin'. But afther a while more the princess 
married a grand king that was good enough for 
her, very near, an' that was a hard thing to find, an' 
the shepherd boy married a shepherd girl like him- 
self, an' tiiey both lived happy from that day out" 

* " Is that the ind iv the whole story ? " sez the 
little colleen^ surprised that it inded up so short 
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* " Yis, dearie," sez Patsey very slowly ; " that's 
the ind iv the whole story." 

• Just thin the grand lady put down her book 
and kem towards thim. There was the shinin' 
iv tears in her black eyes, but no tears fell, an' 
there was a pleasant smile on her face as she put 
out her white hand to Patsey, an' he tuck it an' 
held it 

* " I've heard your story," sez she, " an* the 
shepherd boy was quite right But he was the 
best gentleman I iver knew, an' too good for the 
princess. Grood-bye, now," she sez again ; " it is 
time for us to be gettin' back." 

•Then Patsey fished np more that day, an' 
whin he went a-fishin' agin after a while it was 
always on the other side iv the river.' 
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XI 
HOW PATSEY MET THE FINE GENTLEMAN 

* Walter Burke won first prize in the mile race 
for boys under fifteen years at the Athletic Sports 
of Kilclougher.' 

Even as I write the words there returns to me 
a faint reminiscent flavour of that tremendous 
triumph. I was stunned and dizzy when, with one 
supreme effort, with an agonising wrench of every 
muscle of my young body, I flung myself in front of 
my struggling competitors and fell exhausted across 
the tape on the track, with the applause of all my 
little world of Kilclougher thundering in my ears. 

It was not till an hour later that I could settle 
down to calm, intense enjoyment of the triumph. 
Wellington after Waterloo, Caesar 'that summer 
evening in his tent, that day he overcame the 
Nervii,' was not more conscious of illimitable vic- 
tory than little Watty Burke as he strutted over 
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the grounds and complacently accepted congratu- 
lations. 

I have had some moderate successes in life 
since then, but nothing to rival that first sur- 
passing triumph. 

I do not know how I have been tempted by 
boyish memories into this long digression, though, 
as will be seen, it is not wholly irrelevant 

It was a few days later that I went up the 
winding stairs to show my prize and make my 
boast to the tailor triumvirate. I was enthusi- 
astically received. The prize, described in the 
programme as * a handsome silver (plated) bowl ' — 
the * plated* written very small — excited much 
admiration. Indeed, Darby Fathy, in his enthu- 
siasm, went so far as to state that the porter 
tasted better out of it than out of the pewter 
itself, which, from such a connoisseur of porter, 
was high praise. 

Peter Rattigan, after a deep draught, wiped the 
yellow froth from his lips with the tail of a frieze 
coat on which he was operating at the time, and 
launched incontinently into a story. 

* Patsey ped no heed at all to their fut races 
an' devarshons, but kep' himself to himself all the 
time.' 
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I could almost see an impatient question form 
itself on the lips of Mickey Costigan at this 
abrupt introduction of foot races into the career 
of Patsey. But a defiant look from Peter silenced 
him. As for myself, needless to say, I was in- 
stantly absorbed by the fascination of the theme, 
and, with ears, eyes, and mouth open, drank in the 
stoiy. 

•There niver was such goin's on before nor 
sinse in the town an' the county round it The 
grand lady gev the big field outside the river for 
the sports — Parkmore was the name it wint by — 
an' they put up flags an' stramers, an' a thing 
they called **the grand stand," for people to sit 
down on, an' tints an' the like wid lashins' an' 
lavins iv drink for thim that might chance to be 
dry. The grand lady was to give the prices, an' 
faix she helped to pay for thim too, be all accounts. 

* Patsey was the only wan in the whole place 
that was out ivthe business intirely. Sure the 
spunk was gone from him altogether for a while 
back, an' whin he wasn't busy at some job in the 
house or tendin' the bees— he was mighty proud 
iv the bees an' the way they trated the bear that 
time long ago — he'd be wanderin' like a ludrahaun 
through the woods betune sleepin' an' wakin', but 
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still he kept always at the far side iv the river 
from the big house. 

' He'd run like a redshank an' hide himself, the 
omadaun, if he saw Biddy Maguire anywhere a 
mile away. 

'Biddy herself was changed at the same time. 
Mebbe she heard the talk that wa^ goin' on up an' 
down about Patsey an' the grand lady, or mebbe it 
preyed on her mind that the boy would run at the 
sight iv hen But be that as it may, afther a little 
while she wouldn't look the same side iv the road 
he was on, just to show him that she wasn't brakin' 
her heart over the tratement he gev her. Then 
she, who was always the quietest girl in the parish, 
grew so lively iv a suddint that there was no 
standin' her. There wasn't a wake nor a fair nor 
a pathem but she was there, laughin' an' dancin' 
wid the best, an' all the bachelors iv the place wor 
more mad afther her than iver. 

* There was a first cousin stayin' at the time 
wid the grand lady beyant at the big house, that 
kem to see her all the way from England. He 
was a fine young man to lobk at an' the best 
runner in England be all accounts. The story was 
that ivery man that kem before him beyant in his 
own college, aither at radn' or fightin', he bet thim 
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black an' blue^ an' none could stand before him. 
There was talk among the naybours that he kem 
to coort the grand lady. But if Tm to belave all I 
hear, the grand lady didn't care a thraneen for him 
or his coortin', which was a great wonder to him- 
self, for he was alwa)rs a favourite wid the ladies. 

' He wasn't the man to give himself airs, for he 
was in no ways particular what he sed or did, or 
where he wint to, an' he'd as soon turn into 
Foxey Regan's public-house as to a king's 
palace. 

'Afther a while he left the grand house an' 
kem to stay wid Foxey, bringin' his horse an' trap 
along wid him. Mebbe the grand lady fell out wid 
him, an' mebbe he heard some iv the stories that 
wor goin', for he tuck a mortial hatred to poor 
Patsey, an' often used to be boastin', especially 
whin he had tuck a drop iv drink, that for two 
straws he'd brake ivery bone in " the clodhopper's 
carcass." 

< Bedad, the grudge he tuck agin Patsey wasn't 
stronger than the likin' he tuck to Biddy Maguire 
meetin' her wan day at a dance. The foolish girl 
didn't say agin him. But she had a smile an' a 
pleasant word for him iver an' always, an' would 
go drivin' wid him round the country in a high 
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yallow trap he had, wid a fast steppin' bay mare, 
an' a little gossoon in green, spotted all over wid 
brass buttons, stuck up behind like a caterpillar on 
a withered cabbage lafe. 

* You'd think mebbe that Rory Maguire would 
have his say in this business iv his daughter's 
goin's on, but sorra hair Rory cared who she tuck 
up wid so long as he'd the name iv the money. 

' Well, me dears, at long last the great day iv 
the races kem to hand, an' all the world was 
gatherin' into the town, an' the fine gentleman 
from England was at the head an' tail iv the whole 
business. The great thing intirely was the mile 
race '^this I felt was a delicate compliment to my- 
self—Walter Burke — which I appreciated with a 
glow of triumph) — ' an' afther that the boxin' match, 
an' the fine gentleman was sure an' sartin' of 
winnin' both, for there was no wan to stand before 
him. 

* He was up bright an' airly at Maguire'a the 
momin' iv the races, wid his yallow trap an' his 
high steppin' horse an' his little green gossoon iv a 
groom. An' Biddy gev him his brekfast, lookin' 
prettier than a pictur, in a white muslin dress wid 
little moss rose buds sprinkled all over it 

' " I'll drive ye down, me dear, in me trap," sez 
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the fine gentleman, "^an' FU get ye the best place 
on the stand to see me winning" — ^he was that sate 
iv himselil 

* It was the divil sure enough that timpted thim 
to drive past Patsey's cottage that morning though 
it was a bit out iv their way to the race 
coorse. 

'It happened that Patsey was outside at tl^ 
time attendin' to the roses» white an' red, that 
swarmed over the front iv the cottage. 

* He heard the noise iv the horses' hoois an* 
wheels at a great pace comin' down the boreen, an' 
looked round on a suddin'. 

' Whin he saw who was in it he got as red in 
the face as the reddest iv the roses, an' would have 
bolted like a rabbit for his burrow if he'd 
time. 

* But the fine gentleman let an ugly laugh out 
iv him, an' struck wid his whip at Patsey's fac6 
as he wint by. "" . 

' Patsey up wid his arm only just in time to 
save his cheek from the thong. It curled round 
his arm like a snake, an' his strong hand closed 
on it 

'Widva quick jerk he had the handle (mm the 
grip iv the fine gent He halved it into three- 
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quartets across his knee as if it wor a rotten 
kippeen, an' flung the bits out fominst him on the 
road, thin lepped out himself afther thim. The 
geot in the trap at the first start was goin' to pull 
up. He jerked at the reins, an' he let a curse out 
iv him that fierce and bitther that it frightened the 
heart in poor Biddy. But the minnit afther he 
thought better iv waitin' for Patsey, so he loosened 
the reins agin an' ofl*wid him the fast steppin' horse 
steppin' faster than before, an' Patsey could only see 
Biddy's white face lookin' back at him as they swep' 
round the comer. 

'He stood for a moment on the roadside, 
breathin' quick from the anger that had howlt iv 
him. 

'Thin iv a suddint a thought tuck him, an' 
off wid him hot fut down the road afther the 
trap. 

* There was a great crowd intirely gathered in 
Parkmore, all bent on enjoymint an' divarshon^wid 
the sun shinin' down on the pla$:e as if it ivor ped 
be the job. 

' Bight up on the grand 9tand fominst the crowd 
in' the wmnin' post was the grand lady, an' a table 
in front iv her strewn all over wid vessels in silver 
an' goold — the prizes for the races.' 
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(This was going one better than Kilclougfaer 
in which only white metal was distributed.) 

* There was a band iv music playin' away for 
the bare life in the coorse below, an' the stir iv the 
music put life into the air that was very near dead 
from the dint iv the sunshine. 

* Well, the fine gent druv up to the entrance 
gate wid as good a dash as he was able, an' he 
havin' no whip ; he handed Biddy Maguire down 
out iv her sate all the sem as if she wor a lady iv 
the land, an' the two iv thim walked across the 
ground together, an' she lanin' on his arm an' all 
the naybours noddin' an' nudgin' an' whisperin' to 
aich other. 

' Right for the grand stand they faced, the pair 
iv thim. Thin widout " Wid yer lave or by yer lave," 
he walked her straight up to the middle iv the 
place an' planted her down cheek be jowl wid the 
grand lady. 

' Well, me dears, if he thought to vex the grand 
lady be that, an' I'm not sayin' but he did, faix, he 
was out iv hid bai^ain. 

* " Good momin', Albert," she sez, wid a bow 
that only just shook the feather in her hat ; an' thin 
she looked at Biddy wid a smile, as much as to say, 
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" I don't know ye, me dear, to spake to ; but you're 
welkim all the same." 

* Wid that me poor Biddy got as red an' hot as 
a coal iv fire. For she had a notion she was put 
in the place to vex the grand lady, and was not 
altogether sorry for the same at the first goin' 
off. 

* For the woman was strong in Biddy Maguire, 
an' she used to be sayin' to herself, " If she tuck 
my boy from me I tuck hers, an' that's wan 
comfort" But whin she saw the cool look the 
grand lady had for the fine gent, an' the kind look 
she had for herself, the anger that Biddy Maguire 
had in her heart died out iv it, and sorrow an' 
shame kem instead. 

' She stole a make little look at her out iv the 
comer iv her blue eyes, as much as to say, " Don't 
be hard on a poor colleen who didn't know any 
betther." Thin the grand lady smiled at her 
sweeter nor ivcr. 

* •* You an' me ought to be frinds, me dear," sez 
she. " I've heard so much about ye, an' nothin' 
but praise, from a frind of us both." 

* Some people can put more manin' in the same 
words than others. Biddy knew on the minnit it 
was Patsey that used to be praisin' her, an' a 

Q 
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thrimble iv joy ran through her at the tiiought iv it 
I alwa)rs towld ye that the grand lady had a 
winnin* way wid her that id take the shyness an' 
qnareness out iv any wan. In a short while the 
two colleens wor laughin' an* gosterin' like sisters. 

^Sure, 'twas a purty sig^t they med, the 
colleen bawn an' the colleen dhu, sittin' there to- 
gether, an' aich iv them looked the purtier from the 
other beside her, an' don't ye be askin' me why 
that was, for I can't tell ye. Why does the primrose 
look purtier whin it surprises ye pe^in' out iv the 
green moss in the hedgerow than plucked in yer 
hand ; why are trees greener wid the blue sky 
iv summer behind thim ? Ivery purty thing that's 
in this world, I'm thinkin', helps another to look 
purtier. 

' But, sure, it's the races I'm goin' to tell ye 
about, not the colleens. Well, they wor only 
short races in the first goin' off for the small boys ' — 
(the diplomatic Peter continued with a glance at 
myself) — *for there wasn't any young boy in 
those parts that was able to run a mile race, much 
less td win it 

* The mile race was kep' for the men, an* ivery 
wan was sayin* the fme gent from England was 
sure an' sartin' to win it, an' faix, if the truth was 
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known, mebbe he was iv the same way iv thinkin' 
himself. 

'There was pushin' an' cnishin' an* laughin' 
an' shoutin' in the crowd whin the gr^t race kem 
w, with eveiybody rushin' to get the best place^ 
an' all the colleens let on they wor very vexed 
intirely at the squeezin' they got, but it didn't keep 
thim out iv the crowd at the same time. 

*The boys that wor in the race wor got up 
r^^dless, in silk jackets, no less, red, an' blue, an' 
3rallow, an' ivery other colour that id plaze thim ; 
an' before the race began they wint prancin' along 
the track fominst the stand as proud as Punch 
before the ladies. The last iv thim all that wint 
by was the fine gent, an' him dressed in a light 
blue silk jacket, that was a pound a yard if it was 
a fardin', an' a light blue cap to match it 

' He was a fine cut iv a man — there was no 
denyin' that — an' he stepped like a thoroughbred 
throwin' his feet well out from him. Just as he 
passed he gev a smile up at the two girls, as much 
as to say, '* The race is me own." 

' Thin they all wint. back to the startin' post, 
which was at the iar ind iv the field, an' there was 
a shot out iv a pistol, an' the crowd b^^ shout- 
in' : ** They're off— they're off I *» 

Q2 
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' The first up past the stand was a boy in 
red, an' he racin' for the bare life, as if he had 
only twinty yards more to go. Two others 
kem close afther him in green an' yallow, an' 
thin three in a row; an' afther that the fine 
gent be himself, in light blue, goin' fair an' aisy, 
not distressin' himself in the laste, an' smilin' as 
he ran. 

'The last iv the lot was a boy in his shirt 
sleeves an' suspinders, wid bare head an' bare feet, 
lookin' mighty quare behind the gay jackets. 
The crowd was all laughin' an' shoutin' at the look 
iv him as he kem on cock-last iv the lot But he 
kep' his course, niver mindin', just five yards 
behind the fine gentleman in blue. 

* As he drew level wid the grand stand Biddy 
an' the grand lady let the same cry out iv thim 
together : 

'"It'sPatsey!" 

' Sure enough, that cut iv the whip he got at 
his own cottage dure had brought Patsey tb the 
races whin coaxin' couldn't, just in time to fenter 
agin the man that struck him. 

'The two women looked at aich other sharp 
an' suddin ; but the grand lady had her guards up 
first She just gev a quiet little sort iv a laugh. 
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while Biddy turned red an* white in the wan 
minnit, an' was fit to burst out cryin'. 

* The grand lady tuck the poor girl's hand in 
her own. It was trimblin' like a new-caught bird, 
for she knew her saycrit was gone from her into 
another woman's kapin', 

* " I hope yer frind will win, me dear," she 
whispered ; " an' he will, too, if he can run as well 
as he can swim. He saved my little daughter's 
life, God bless him." 

* At the word all jealousy wint from Biddy's 
heart " Thank ye, thank ye," she whispered in 
the same voice. " You're too good to me intirely." 

'The race was three rounds iv the coorse. 
Half-way round the red boy an' the yallow dropped 
out iv the race an' lay down pantin' like two big 
flowers growin' out iv the green grass. But the 
others held on. 

' Past the grand stand they wint agin, the fine 
gent houldin' himself back, an' Patsey foUowin' 
him, his bare feet comin' down, silent as fallin' 
snow, in the other's tracks. Round they wint 
agin faster nor before, an' the crowd cheerin' an' 
shoutin' all the time. 

* They wdr at the far ind iv the field, lookin' 
for all the world like a string iv coloured beads. 
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whfai the grand lady put a sort iv double-barrelled 
telescope she had into Biddy's hand. 

* '' Look through that, me dear/' she sez. 

' Biddy let a cry out iv her as she looked, fw 
on the minnit the bojrs kern in so close that she 
could see thim as plain as if they wor out fominst 
her. Just thin the fine gent began to draw up on 
the others. In an' out he wint among thim like a 
doublin' hare till he was in front iv the lot But 
wherever he wint, like the tail to a kite Fatsey was 
aftherhim. 

' One boy med a bit iv a race for it as the fine 
gentleman rached him, but afther fiffy yards, as 
hard as they could pelt, he gev way, an' thin there 
was me fine gentleman clear iv the crowd an' the 
winnin' post not two hundred yards away. 

• But there, too, was me bowld Patsey in his 
bare feet an' shirt sleeves close at his heels. The 
fine gentleman thought he was winnin' thin for sure 
an' sartin, an' through the twin telescope Biddy 
could see tiie smile still on his face. But he looked 
back over his shoulder an' the smile wint out like 
a quenched candle, an' if he wasn't cursin' on the 
minnit, troth his face belied him, that's all. 

' He wint faster an' faster, but Patsey was still 
behind him, close as iv they wor tied t(^[ether wid 



Digitized by 



Googk 



MET THE FINE GENTLEMAN 231 

a short string. They wor racin' now in rale aimest 
for the bare life, an' there was such a look on the 
fine gent's face you'd think it was a toothache 
he'd got all iv a suddin. 

* Just as they turned into the straight down to 
the winnin' post, Patsey kern up to him an' caught 
him an' passed him as if he wor standin' still, an' 
drew in front iv him all the same as I'm drawin' 
this thread through the eye iv the needle, an' 
wint racin' past the post all be himself, an' the 
crowd shoutin' as if they'd taken lave iv their 
sinses. 

' The grand lady waved her white handkerchief, 
an' Biddy clapped her hands like mad ; but Patsey 
kep' lookin' the other way all the time. 

* There was only wan thing more to be done, 
an' that was the boxin' match, an' Patsey was late 
to enter for that. They wouldn't let him into it 
right or wrong till the fine gintleman sed a good 
word for him that did the business at wanst. 
Though from the look on his face you might say it 
wasn't altogether from frindship he spoke up for 
Patsey. 

* There was a boxin' ring on the green grass 
right fominst the grand stand, an' the boys that 
boxed were to wear gloves. Gloves, inagh ! Faix^ 
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they wor more like cushions than gloves, I'm 
thinkin'. 

'Patsey got what was called a "walk over," 
the first goin' off, which was a quare thing, too, 
considerin' there was no walkin* under or over in 
the business at all at all 

* The first two to jump into the ring was the 
blacksiDith, Tim Rafferty, an' the fine gent Tim 
was a strong man, no doubt, but he was a wee 
taste gone in the left leg, an' as awkward wid his 
gloves as a cat wid his front paws in walnut 
shells. 

'Faix, that fight didn't last long, anyways. 
Tim cum thunderin' at the fine gentleman wid his 
two arms goin' like the sails iv a windmill, to 
knock him into smithereens on the mortial minnit 
But it was little use for him tryin' that game, for 
the divil a bit he could touch him at all You 
might as well be tryin' to bate a ghost, the Lord 
betune us an' harm. Whether 'twas the head or 
the body that he aimed at it was gone out iv that 
before the blow kem. 

' Tim grew mad in the long run an' med wan 
drive that would have swep' the head off him iv it 
met it, but it met just nothin' at all, an' as he 
sta^ered half round wid the force iv his own blow, 
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the fine gent finished the job wid a clout on the 
butt iv the lug that fair tumbled him. He was up 
agin in a minnit, an' tore off the gloves an' flung 
them from him an' med at his man wid the bare 
fists, that wor hard as his own sledge hammer. 
But those that wor there to see fair play caught 
him, wan be aich arm, and sed the fight was over, 
whin he thought 'twas only rightly beginnin'. 

' " You're bet," sez they to the blacksmith. 

* " Bet, inagh," sez the blacksmith, "if ye give 
me wan five minnits at him widout the pillows I'll 
let ye know who's bet" 

* But they wouldn't give in to him in that, an' 
he wint off wid himself, swearin' it was a pilbw 
fight that was in it an' not a boxin' match at all 

'Faix, the same thing was near happenin' to 
Patsey whin his turn kem to face into the ring. 
The first rush he med he was met by a right- 
hander on the chest an' a left-hander undher the 
chin that sint him staggerin' back to the ropes. 
He shook his head to shake the quare feel out iv 
it, an' in wid him agin. But this time it was worse 
than before. For the fine gent ducked under his 
fist an' turned as he wint past an' met him a clip 
on the side iv the head that brought him to the 
ground as nate as a bull in the shambles. 
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' The two colleens in the stand above shivered 
at the sight, but not a sound was out iv aither iv 
thim. 

' A man inside the ring took out his watch ; ye 
could hear it tickin' wid the silence iv die crowd 
But before there was twinty seconds gone me 
bowld Patsey staggered to his feet 

' The fine gent med a rush to finish him out iv 
his way, but Patsey was in no ways diq>osed to 
oblige him in that He dodged whin he saw him 
comin' so smart an' suddint that the other tumbled 
over the ropes. There was a laugh fix>m the 
crowd at that, an' the colour kern back into the 
cheeks iv the colleens in the grand stand, for they 
could see that Patsey was laughin' wid the best of 
thim. 

*But bedad the other man wasn't laughln'. 
There was a dangerous look on his face, an' his 
upper lip curled a bit to show the teeth like a dog 
that id be angry. He stood for a moment where 
he had picked himself up off the ropes, lettin' on 
he was obfusticated be the fall he got, thinkin' 
mebbe he'd take Patsey in a trap. But the boy 
was too cute for him. He kep' his distance all the 
time between hoppin' an' leppin', now here an' now 
there, as light as a tom-tit on a twig, an' as hard to 
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lay howld iv. He naither struck a blow nor stop- 
ped wan, but just danced out iv the way whin he 
saw it comin'. 

' The fine gent got rale raad whin he saw his 
own game turned agin himself, an' he kep' rushin' 
at Patsey like a bull at a red rag an' huntin' him 
sdl round the ring, thinkin' it was a coward that 
was in it. 

*Patsey's chance cum at last He dodged a 
straight blow iv the other man, an' before he knew 
where he was he met him a fist undher the chin 
that was like a kick from a horse. All the 
strength that the boy's arm had gathered long 
ago from the handle iv the spade an' the sq^e, 
an' all the anger iv his heart was in the blow« 
If it wasn't for the cushion' on his fist I'm 
thinkin' it would have kilt the man he struck. 
As it was it lifted him from his feet an' laid 
him flat on his back on the grass as quite as a 
sleepin^ child. 

* There was a roar from tiie crowd whin the 
blow was struck that you'd hear a mile off, an' 
thin silence that ye could feel in the marrow iv 
yer bones, for they thought at first that the man 
was kilt all out 

* But afther a minnit or so he kem to himself an 



Digitized by 



Googk 



236 PATSEY THE OMADAUN 

staggered to his feet an' out wid him over the rope 
iv the ring widout a Mrord to a sowL 

' Thin a lot iv the boys broke into the ring an' 
caught howld iv Patsey an' lifted him on their 
shoulders an' carried him all over the field, an' the 
crowd shoutin' like mad afther thim. for they wor 
ready to jump out iv their skins wid delight that 
their own boy had bet the fine gentleman out of 
England. 

'There was grate doin's afther that in the 
givin' away iv the prizes. The prize for the mile 
race was a silver bowl, much like that wan Masther 
Watty has there wid him, only more room in it' 
(There was a complaint before that of the lack of 
room in my bowl when the porter was distributed). 
' But the prize for the fight was a ring, a goold 
ring, no less, with diamonds an' jewels an' the like 
in it 'Twas the fine gentleman managed that part 
iv the business. 

•"A ring is the right soort iv prize," sez he, 
** bekase the fight is in the ring " — and the other 
min wor sed be him in that 

'But Fm thinkin' in me own mind that the 
plan he had in it was to make the fine lady give 
him a ring fominst all the people in spite iv her- 
self. But there agin he was out iv his bargain. 
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* The grand lady gev the bowl to Patsey wid 
her own hand, '^ An' the full iv it iv happiness to 
ye," sez she as she gev it 

'But whin it kern to the ring she slipped it 
over to Biddy Maguire. " You give that, me 
dear,** sez she in a whisper. 

'An* Biddy blushed as she gev it, an* Patsey 
blushed as he tuck it, an* their fingers touched an' 
their looks tangled, an* they did more courtin* in 
that wan minnit than you'd do in a year's talkin'.' 
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XII 
HOW PATSEY CAUGHT THE LEPRECHAUN 

*Go on, Peter/ urged Mickey Costigan, 'tell us 
how Patsey caught the leprechaun. Faix, that* s 
a trick worth knowin' anyways.' 

* Aye do, Peter/ urged Darby Fathy. ' Don't 
be sittin' there like an owld fool lettin' on its shy 
ye are.' 

But Peter stood on his dignity. 

' If a thing is worth havin'/ he said, ' it's worth 
askin' for, an' ye might kape a civil tongue in yer 
head to ask for it. Darby Fathy.' 

But when I added my entreaties to theirs 
Peter coyly took up the tale of his hero. 

*I towld ye before iv the goin's on betune 
Patsey an' his girl at the sports. Troth, it doesn't 
need much tellin' to let ye know that they met 
bright and early next momin' in the owld place 
under the cluster iv hazel trees. But Biddy soon 
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found 'twas no omadaun she had in it that time 
anyways. 

* The boy's arm was where it should be — round 
the purty colleen's waist — an' they wor sittin' that 
close t(^ether that ye couldn't slip the edge iv a 
sharp scythe in betune thim. 

* The boy was pressin* an' the girl was shy, as 
IS the way iv the boys an' girls all the world over. 

* " What's to hinder us marryin' at wanst," sez 
Patsey, " since we're both agreeable ? " 

'"What would me daddy say to it?" sez 
Biddy. 

' " He may say what he likes," sez Patsey. 

*"He wouldn't say what you'd like," sez 
Biddy. 

'"Then it's not much it's troublin' me, ma 
hudgin thiel, what he sez," sez Patsey, " or what 
he does, for matter of that Sure, he's not the 
Pope to brake the marriage whin it's wanst med. 
If he doesn't like it he must lump it" 

* " Ye don't know my dad, acushla," sez Biddy, 
" or ye wouldn't take it so aisy. His good word is 
betther nor his bad any day." 

'"The best thing he has is his daughter," stz 
me bowld Patsey, "an' I'n^ contint if I get that 
from him to lave his words afther me." 
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' " I'm afeard iv hi<' sez Biddy. 

'"Sure hedam't laya wet finger on ye, acushla 
machree." 

'"Tisn't a wet finger he'd lay if the humcmr 
tuck him, but a thick stick.^ 

'<' rd like to see him after doin' the like," stz 
Patsey. 

• " Would ye, indade," sez Biddy. " Faix, then, 
I wouldn't like to feel him, if if s all the same to 
ye.- 

* « What has he i^n me for a husband ? ** sez 
Patsey. 

'"It's the money that's throublin' him," sez 
Biddy. 

'"Fm not axin' his money from him," sez 
Patsey. 

' " Faix, it would be small use for ye if ye did, 
unless ye had enough iv yer own to match it He 
took his Bible oath he'd give me to no man that 
couldn't count sovereigns wid himself in the 
fortin'." 

'"Bedad, that's a hard sajrin', Biddy alanna; 
an' how many sovereigns has he to count?" 

* " Thin that's no saycrit aither, for he's always 
braggin' an' boastin' that he has three hundred 
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ready for me on the day that I marry to his 
likinV 

* The boy was frightened at the word. " I 
didn't think," sez he, "there was that much money 
in the whole world. Sure, if I was to work an 
gather an' scrape from this to St Tibb's Eve, an* 
live on the clippings iv tin an' the squeeze iv an 
oil rag, I couldn't kape it together," sez he. 

* " Ye could thry," sez she. 

* " Aye," sez he, " I could thry to get howld iv 
the moon, but much good it would be for me." 

* " Plaze don't put yerself to any trouble on my 
account, Mr. O'Rourke," sez the colleen, slippin' 
out from undher his arm. " There are others that 
wouldn't begrudge to stir their little finger to plaze 
me." 

* Wid that she began to cry, an' Patsey began 
to comfort her, an' the comfortin' took a dale iv 
time an' trouble, for the colleen was in no hurry 
but she kep' her own way through it all that she 
wouldn't marry him without the lave iv her daddy. 

* Me poor Patsey was in the divil iv a pucker 
whin he came to think iv the business that night 
in his own place, sittin' fominst the fire wid a pipe 
betune his teeth an' a small drop iv punch on the 
table at his elbow to comfort him. 

R 
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' He had a trifle iv money iv his own, put by 
afther payin* for the place an' all that was in it 
But sure that was only a drop in the ocean beside 
Rory Maguire's three hundred 

' Thin he remembered the lucky dale he had wid 
the owld boy that time long ago. But havin' got 
off so well wid his winnin's the first time, he didn't 
want to risk it agin. " Owld Nick/' sez he to him- 
self, *' would make sure of me sowl the next goin' 
off, an' I wouldn't put it past him that the owld 
boy would be mane enough to come for the 
money just as I was countin' it out to Rory 
Maguire." 

' He often heard tell in those parts iv a man 
that got a potato sack iv goold out iv the fairies 
whin he found thim dancin' wan night be the edge 
iv the forest, an' him half drunk at the time ; but 
when the momin' kem it was only a sack iv yellow 
laves he had in it, an' that would be small use 
dalin' wid Rory Maguire.' 

' The naybours sed ever and always that there 
was only wan iv the breed iv fairies that could be 
trusted not to play a mane thrick iv the kind, an' 
that was the leprechaun. The cratur was cute 
enough in his own way, an' there was no trick he 
wouldn't try to kape his goold, an' small blame to 
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him. But IV ye won from him, in the long run he 
ped up like a gintleman in honest, dacint money, 
not in withered laves or the like. 

' So Patsey med up his mind that his only 
chance of gettin' the money he wanted was to 
ketch a leprechaun. 

' Now, me dears, I must tell ye that lepre- 
chauns wor plinty enough in those parts at the 
time, but they wor as cute an' shy as the curalews, 
an' as hard to come at 

* Is it ye don't know how the leprechaun is to 
be caught. Master Watty ? Thin more shame to 
thim that has the tachin' iv ye. Ye might meet 
wan iv thim yerself any fine momin' out bird- 
nestin' or fishin' or the like, an' lose the chance iv a 
lifetime for want iv the knowledge how to dale wid 
him. 

* Well, ye must know the leprechaun is caught 
be lookin' at him. So long as ye kape yer eyes 
tight on the cratereen he can't budge an inch wan 
way nor the other, an' all you've to do is to howld 
yer howlt hard until he tells ye where to dig for a 
crock iv goold. 

* How would you know him iv ye saw him, is it ? 
Faix, ye couldn't mistake him. It's the fairies' 
cobbler he is, an' you'll always find him sittin' on a 

R2 
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< creepy ' stool makin' or mendin' their shoes, wid a 
green coat an' a red nightcap on him. 

* But it's aisier sed nor done to catch a lepre- 
chaun. Ye might as well thry to catch a weazel 
asleep, be all accounts. The leprechauns in those 
parts was cuter again than the common breed, an' 
they never let any wan see thim only a blind man. 
The naybours goin' through the woods oftentimes 
would hear the tip-tap iv his little hammer on the 
soles iv the fairies' boots. But sarch high up or 
low down they could never lay eyes on the cratur 
himself. 

• Still there was blind Phelim O'Neill the fiddler, 
that was meetin' thim an' talkin' wid thim every 
day iv the week. A fine hearty boy was the same 
Phelim till the sight iv his eyes was tuck from him 
be a flash iv lightnin'. Faix, 'twas thin the fiddle 
stood his frind. There wasn't a wake nor a dance 
in the whole country-side he wasn't welkim to, an' 
the priest used to say be way iv a joke that Phelim 
would knock out more money at a weddin' or a 
christenin' than what he himself could, an' that 
was wan iv those jokes that had a dale iv truth 
in it. 

* The leprechauns worn't the laste taste shy iv 
Phelim, be all accounts, an' wor mighty fond iv his 
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music. So oftentimes whin he was goin' home 
be night through the woods — for night or day an* 
moonlight an' sunlight wor all the same to poor 
Phelim — wan or other iv the leprechauns would call 
out to him, an' he'd start a tune for thim, an' 
the/dkeep time wid their hammers on the lapboord 
as he played. But sorra penny ever a leprechaun 
offered him for his trouble, the little craturs are that 
covetous, and they roulin' in gold. 

* Whin the news iv those goin's on got wind 
wan or other iv the naybours would go streelin' 
out through the woods iv a night hopin' to get a 
sight at the leprechauns, but the craturs wor too 
cute for thim, an' afther Foxey Regan fell an' 
broke his nose agin a tree in the dark they wan an' 
all rose out iv it as a bad job. 

* Now Patsey an' Phelim wor always the best 
iv frinds, bekase Patsey was the finest hand in the 
parish to humour a tune wid his feet, an' moreover 
he could play the fiddle as well as Phelim himself 
very near, an' often stood to him in that ways 
whin he'd be tired wid the joggin' iv his elbow. 

* Patsey had a talk wid Phelim iv the pucker he 
was in for money, an' Phelim was wishful to help 
him iv he could whin Patsey towld him the lepre»- 
chauns was his wan hope. 
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'"I wish rd the use iv me eyes," sed PheHm, 
" an' rd soon ketch wan iv them same for ye." 

• " So do I," sez Patsey ; " but what* s the use iv 
wishin' whin it's doin* that's wanted ? " 

* It was only about three days afther that wan 
night ye might see, if ye was there at the time, the 
figure of Fhelim the Fiddler in his long cotha mor 
an' bathered caubeen, wid his fiddle slung over 
his back, goin' home be himself through the woods. 
He stumbled a dale more than he was used to in 
his walk, as if he had a little drop iv drink taken, 
but he kep' his path for all that There was a fine 
full moon shinin' that night if he had only the eyes 
to see it 

•But the fiddler's ears wor open if his eyes 
wor shut; an* all iv a suddint he heard a quare 
little tip-tap in the distance, as if it wor a bird 
pickin' at a tree. 

•He drew the fiddle to him an' lifted up a 
lively tune, walkin' as he played. 

* Thin he stopped for a bit an' listened, an' the 
tip-tap kem to him plainer than before, so he 
walked on playin' agin, till he thought he was 
near up wid it 

* " You're welkim, Phelim," sez a little squeaky 
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voice out iv the black shadow iv the trees, so 
quare an' suddint that it med him jump. 

•«YeVe none iv the naybours wid ye this 
journey, me man," sez the voice, wid a laugh like 
the sharpenin' iv a saw. " Play us up something 
lively, something to raise the cockles iv me heart 
Sure it's kilt I am for the want iv music." 

•So the fiddler struck up " Paddy Car^," an' 
he could hear the tip-tap iv the hammer humourin' 
the tune, for the little man kem out iv the shadow 
into the moonlight an' began agin at his work 
whin he med full sure there was no wan in it only 
Phelim the Fiddler. 

* Faix, 'twas there he med the mistake. 

* In the middle of the music me bowld Patsey, 
who had changed clothes wid Phelim for the time, 
quietly opened the comer iv wan eye on the 
quarest sight ye could ever wish to see if ye wor 
to live to be a thousand. 

* There was the leprechaun sittin' on a cobbler's 
bench, wid a place at wan ind iv it for his wax, 
an' his thread, an' his tacks, an' his awl, an' his 
hammer, an' his pinchers, an' all the convayni- 
ences of his thrade. He had a green jacket an 
a red nightcap, an' there was a little black dhudeen 
stuck in the corner iv his mouth, an' a drop iv 
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drink in a r^rular quart pot that wasn't bigger than 
a thimble, on the ground beside him. There was a 
boot iv red leather in his lap» an' he hammerin' in 
tacks into the sole iv it The boot wouldn't make 
a glove for yer little finger, but the tacks that he 
hammered an* the hammer that he dhruv thim wid 
wor all rale goold. 

'Me bowld leprechaun was that plazed wid 
the music that he never wanst looked up, but 
humoured the tune quicker an' quicker wid the 
bate iv his hammer. 

* All the time Patsey was creepin' in closer. 
He kep' the bow goin', an' played louder an' 
louder as he closed in, that the leprechaun wouldn't 
notice. 

* Thin iv a suddint he dropped the bow on the 
ground, an' med a lep an' a grab, an' penned me 
poor leprechaun as nate as a cat id pin a bird that 
id be just risin', 

< The leprechaun let a scream out iv him like 
a trapped weasel whin he felt himself lifted up off 
the ground, an' Patsey could feel the cratereen's 
heart batin' under his fingers like a new caught 
bird. 

*"0h! milla murdher," he cried, "what's goin' 
to become iv me at all at all Phelim, ye black* 
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guard, what do ye mane be such conduct ? ** For 
he was stiff enough in himself, still thinkin' 'twas 
only the blind fiddler he had in it 

* "Fair an' aisy, me little man," sez Patsey, 
** an' kape a civil tongue in yer head whatever else 
ye do." 

' Bedad, whin the leprechaun heard the strange 
voice, an* saw the two bright eyes, wide open, an' 
laughin' down at him in the moonlight, he knew 
he was bet But he thought he'd have another 
thry at him anyways before he gev in. 

* " How dare ye," sez he, " come betune me an' 
me work ? " sez he. " Put me down at wanst, ye 
foolish ignoramus, an' be off about yer business." 

' But, faix, Patsey only laughed at him all the 
time. 

* " Sure, me best business," sez he, " is wid yer 
own honour." 

* " Don't ye be callin' me out iv me name," sez 
the leprechaun. "What am I," sez he, "but a 
poor tradesman," sez he, " that has to work hard 
to aim the bit an' sup I make use iv ? " 

* " Ah, thin, where's the use thryin' to humbug 
the people?" sez Patsey. "Sure all the world 
knows ye're a leprechaun out iv the fairies." 

** If I am itself," sez the other, " is that any 
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raison why yt should brake in on me, an' me at 
me work, an' spill me drop iv drink an' knock me 
pipe out iv me mouth, an' kape me perched up 
here," sez he, " like a bird on a tree, an' I, havin' 
no wings, only to brake me neck if I was to fall 
from yer clumsy fingers." 

* " ni let ye go quick enough an' quite enough,'' 
sez Patsey, '^afther ye give me what I'm askin* 
off ye." 

* " An' what might that be, me good man ?'* sez 
the leprechaun. 

* " A crock iv goold," sez Patsey. 

* " An' thin where would the likes iv me get a 
crock iv goold ?" isez the leprechaun. 

'"That's me own question," sez Patsey; "an' 
whin ye answer it," sez he, "ye may go back to 
yer work," sez he. 

*" Thank ye kindly for that same," sez the 
leprechaun ; " but if I don't give ye the goold," sez 
he, " what'U ye do on me thin ? " 

* " Faix, an' 111 make ye give it, that's all," sez 
Patsey. 

* " Sure ye wouldn't hurt a little cratereen like 
me ? " sez the leprechaun. 

*"Deed, thin, I wouldn't hurt a hair iv yer 
honour's head," sez Patsey ; an' indade, 'twould be 
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hard for him, for the crathur was as bald undher 
his nightcap as the palm iv yer hand. ** But I'd 
just clap ye clane an' cliver into an empty whiskey 
jar I have at home, an' cork ye up," sez he, " wid d 
wad iv brown paper until ye come to raison. So 
ye may as well do the dacint thing first as last, yer 
honour.'* 

'"Mebbe ye're right," sez the leprechaun; 
"let's be goin'," sez he. « I'll lade the way iv it 
be plazin' to ye." 

* " I wouldn't demane yer honour to walk," sez 
Patsey, wid a grin on him ; " an' I fit to carry ye 
wheresomever ye want to go." 

* " Hand me up me pipe, an)nvay, like a dacint 
man," sez the leprechaun. " I'm kilt for the want 
IV a smoke." 

* Patsey the Omadaun thought there could be 
no harm in that, so he stooped down for the pipe, 
an' he had his job to find it, for the bowl iv it 
wasn't as big as a haw-stone. But the cute little 
cratur, who had eyes as sharp as a needle, showed 
where it was lyin' under a beech lafe. 

* He let a laugh out iv him whin he got the 
dhudeen back into the wrinkled little hand iv him, 
an' he kn'bcked out the grain iv ashes that was in 
it, an' crammed it tight wid a small share iv tobacco. 
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an* stuck it in the comer iv his crooked mouth all 
the same as a Christian. 

' Thin, if ye belave me, it kindled at wanst iv 
its own accord 

'The leprechaun tuck wan long pull at the 
pipe whin he'd got it lighted, an' where did he blow 
the smoke but straight into me poor Patsey's 
two eyes. 

• The boy was hard set to kape from winkin'. 
But he knew that if he did he was ruinated, for 
the leprechaun would be gone from him on the 
minnit he tuck his eyes off him. 

'He just put down his hand an' jerked the 
pipe out iv the leprechaun's mouth — it burned his 
fingers, be the same token — ^an' he popped the 
cratur itself into the pocket iv the cotha mor, that 
was big enough an' deep enough to howld a round 
dozen iv the likes iv him. 

*The leprechaun's voice sounded out iv his 
pocket like a sweep's up a chimney. 

*"Take me out" it cried; "take me out at 
wanst, an' I'll do yer biddin'." 

• So Patsey lifted him from the pocket, upside 
down as it happened. 

* " Where to now, yer honour ! " sez Patsey, as 
he smoothened the leprechaun betune his fingers. 
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* " Straight on," sez the leprechayn. " Follow 
yer nose an' ye'U come to what ye're sakin'." 

* So they wint on ever an' always out iv the 
wood an' down towards the village till they come 
to a big meadow field belongin' to Foxey Regan. 

***It's there," sez the leprechaun whin they 
kem to the middle iv the field, " right under yer 
fut there's buried a crock wid five hundred goold 
sovereigns in it" 

* " Honour bright ? " sez Patsey. 

* " Honour bright," sez the leprechaun. " May 
I never set a stitch in shoe leather if if s a lie I'm 
tellin' ye. Ye've only to dig three fut in the 
ground to find it." 

• " An' how can I dig," sez Patsey, " whin I've 
ne'er a spade ? " 

* " Go home for wan," sez the leprechaun. 

* " An' how'll I know the spot agin," sez Patsey, 
" whin I've no mark on it ? " 

* " I'll see to that," sez the leprechaun, « if ye'U 
put me down on the ground." 

*So Patsey put him down on the ground, 
kapin' a tight howlt iv him all the time wid the 
slack iv his trousers betune his fingers an' thumb, 
that the cratereen might have the use iv his two 
hands. 
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'The leprechaun tuck his cobbler's awl an' 
dhruv it in the ground, an' whin he pulled it away 
agin there kern up afther it through the hole it 
med a little g^reen spike that grew an' swelled 
fominst thim till it kem to a fine tall dafl^-down- 
dilly wid the purty yallow flowor noddin' on the 
top iv it in the moonlight 

' ^ Will that do ye for a mark? " sez the le{u:e* 
chaun. 

• " The best," sez Patsey. 

* '^ Let me go, thin," sez the leprechaun, an' wid 
that Patsey loosened his howlt on the sate iv his 
trousers. 

* " Wink wid both eyes," sez the leprechaun, an 
whin Patsey opened his eyes agin afther winkin' 
the cratur was gone from him clane an' cliver as iv 
the ground opened an' swallowed it 

' But the leprechaun let a quare little laugh out 
iv him in the goin' that med the boy afeard he 
had some thrick in it still, for he knew the cratur 
was cute. Thin the owld womin's stories that he 
heard tell iv when he was a gossoon kem to his 
mind, an' he tuck an' bruck the neck iv the daffy- 
down-dilly betune his fingers till its purty head 
hung down all iv wan side. 

'Thin off wid him to his own house for a 
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spade an' a bag to put the goold in whin he 
dug it 

'He wasn't more nor a half an hour on his 
road, but, bedad, the light was near tuck out iv his 
eyes be the sight he saw whin he got back agin to 
the meadow field. For a minnit he thought the 
whole field was turned to goold, for it shone like 
yellow goold in the moonlight Thin he saw that 
it was full iv daffy-down-dillys, where there wasn't 
the lafe or stalk iv wan an hour before that 
There was a r^^lar army iv thim in it, all dancin' 
in the wind an' shakin' wid the laughin' at the 
diver thrick me bowld leprechaun had played 
upon poor Patsey. 

• But Patsey wasn't bet yit He med his way 
through the flock iv thim, carryin' his spade on his 
shoulder, an' a ticklish job it was, they wor that thick 
together. But he was as tinder wid thim all the 
time as if they wor young childher, takin' the best 
iv care not to hurt wan of thim for a raison he had 
iv his own. Whin he was near the middle iv the 
field he saw from him a flower wid its neck broken 
aa' its head hangin' on wan side. Thin, bedad, he 
knew he'd got the betther iv the leprechaun, clever 
as he thought himself. 

* He fluiig the bag down beside him on the 
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ground at wanst, an' tuck to the spade. A dozen 
strokes an' he felt the edge iv it scrape on the 
crock, an' a dozen more an' he had it rowled out 
on the ground 

* FaiX) the leprechaun was as good as his word. 
There was a cork iv brown paper stuck in the 
mouth iv the crock, an' whin Patsey pulled it out 
the sovereigns kern out afther it in a yallow 
strame like wasps from their nest He counted 
five hundred into his bag an' three over for luck. 

' Patsey put the crock back into the hole an 
filled up the grave wid the clay, an' fixed the sod 
even on the top iv that, so that no wan would ever 
know 'twas stirred. Thin back home he went as 
fast as ever his two l^s could carry him with his 
winners. 

* Foxey Regan was fit to be tied whin he saw 
his field in the momin' full up iv daffy-down* 
dillies, an' many a long day's work it tuck to root 
them up out iv it ; but that's not the story I'm 
tellin' ye this time. 

* Bright an' airly next momin' Patsey was up 
to Rory Mi^ire, wid his bag iv gold over his 
shoulder an' the schoolmaster wid him to see fair 
play. 

**'Ah, thin, what have ye in the baggeen, 
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Patsey," sez Roiy, " that ifs killin' ye that ways 
wid the weight iv it ? Is it new potatoes ye have 
in it?" 

* " No, nor owld potatoes either," sez Patsey ; 
" it's goold I have in it" 

• " Go along out iv that yerself an' yer goold," 
sez Rory. 

*"Thry for yerself," sez Patsey, an' he gives 
him the bag. 

*Rory was for takin' it betune his finger an' 
thumb, it was that small ; but it pulled from him 
be the weight iv it for as strong as he waS; an' kem 
down thump on his corns. 

* That druv him clane mad. " It's no lie to 
call ye an omadaun,'* he sez to Patsey. "It's 
broken stones ye have in the bag. But I'm not 
the wan to play yer fool's thricks on, I can tell ye 
that Be off wid yerself an' yer bag before I brake 
every bone in yer body." 

'"Not till me business is done first," sez 
Patsey, not the laste frightened by his tantrums. 

* " An' what's yer business, may I ax, me good 
man ? " sez Rory, keepin' the lid on the rage that 
was boilin' up in him 

* " I'm come to marry yer daughter Biddy." 

s 
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* ** Musha, bad scran to yerself, an' yer impu- 
dence" 

* " Are ye a pian iv ytr word ? " sez Patsey. 

'"FIl very soon let ye know that," sez 
Rory. 

'"Didn't ye swear ye'd give her to the man 
that id count sovereigns wid ye ? " 

* ** An' if I did itself, what affair is that iv yours, 
ye poor, wake-minded omadaun ? " 

* " I'm the man to do it," sez Patsey. 
* " He is just that," sez the schoolmaster, puttin' 
in his own word. 

* Rory stopped lookin' for the blackthorn stick, 
an' stared at the two iv thim, wid his mouth open. 
" Is it in aimest ye are ? " sez he. 

* " Thry me," sez Patsey. 

*"Bedad, I will," sez he. 

*Wid that, he lifts up the hearthstone as if 
it wor the lid iv a box, an' tuck out from the 
hole undher it a bag iv his own that jingled as he 
shook it 

*Thin the two iv thim set to work in rale 
aimest Rory tuck wan ind iv the kitchen table, 
that was as white as snow wid the dint iv scourin', 
an' Patsey tuck the other, aich man wid his bag 
beside him. The schoolmaster was betune the two 
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iv thim to see fair-play. Then they began plankin' 
down the goold sovereigns as fast as if it wor 
cards they wor dalin' in a game iv " spoil five/' an' 
the schoolmaster countin'. Rory held his own for 
a while, but he began to go slow whin he found 
himself comin' near the ind iv his bag. 

' " Two hundered an' ninety-eight, two hundered 
an' ninety-nine, three hundered," sez the school- 
master, countin'. 

'Rory stopped at that, an* Patsey wint on 
countin' agin for himself. 

' Three hundered an' wan, three hundered an' 
two," an' he kep' puttin' down the money. 

• But the schoolmaster stopped him. " Where's 
the use iv tazin' the dacint man," sez he, '' whin the 
game is over?" 

• •* I'm bet," sez Roiy, " but I'll never go back iv 
me word. The money is yer own an' the girl along 
wid it" 

'At that momint, if you'd belave me, who 
should walk into the room but Biddy herself, 
lookin' as purty an' innocent as a flower iv the 
field. 

• Patsey never sed a word good nor bad, but just 
clapped his arm round her waist an' kissed her fon> 
ninst the two iv thim. 
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« " Bdiave yerself, sir," sez Biddy. 
« I will so," sez Patsey, an* he kissed her ^lu 
'••Whoever called that boy an omadaun," sez 
the schoolmaster, •• was a liar." * 



THE END. 
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tions of the Quotations. Demy 8to, doth ej^tra, 7s,. 6d. 

^alanahoTy Analomlaadt AnAbiidipBent of BUHTOirs A)«AfoMY. Postero.Hair'd., ox.&l. 
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4 CtlATT O 4t WiWDUS. P«MUlMf> Hi St. Martiii '^ Uuie. lusfidao. f H^^J 
Poems sBd Novels by. 



BuduuMn (RobMt), P 
VIM ctMitf ft i — i w< 

romak Fraotbpiac* to Mck to 



• vols^ CR>wn Sro. bockixav^ 



Crowa tvo. dotb. y. 6i^. each ; pott Svo. flliratrstod bonnlK. sr. eacli. 

- IiOV« Mm tor Bvm. \Vitb Fnmtispieco. 

Annan Wntnr. I Fojctflov* r~ 

Thn Maw AlMlaWL I KaSnl On 

■ntt t A Story of a CaniTsn. 'With FronrrafMecae. I 
Th« Master of tha Minn. ^VSth Fronris ' — 
Th« Hair of Unna. 1 WooMtn and tha J 



I^huSraifMatttfa. wiih FromW>l«»v 
•aS aM tka Man. Wltk n IDoArations by 

LaiyKtlnatrlalu rFRBD. Bar 

iSa ■av^ffiaai af kadallna. 



(FRED. BaRNARU. 

With 

Fraatkiptaco by A. W. COOrBR. 



Ctown Svo, doth, y. &Y. each. 
I Andl'<Mnadat An Idyll of tte Great Rirer. 

Popular F.dition. medium Svo. 6tt. 



■a« and WIOU Haatka*. 

TIM BlMtewaftka Sward. _ 

Tlia Oharlataa. By Rorrrt Buchanan and Hrnky Murray. 
FrontispUco by T. H. ROBtWSON. y. 6rf. ; post Svo. picture boaids. ar. 



Ctown Svo, doCh. vitli a I 



Burgess (Qelett) sad Will Irwin.— The Picarooas : A San Fran- 

cisco^fl^hf s E nteTt a tontea t . Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. (/**g- 

Csine (Hall), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. ; post 

Svo, Oliratrated boards, ax. each : cloth Hmp. ax. &t each. 



jarda. 
TIM ShaSaw a( a CrUna. I 



I of Hagar. 



Tha 



Abo LIBRARY Editions of the throe novel*. $et in new type, crown Svo, bound unifonn wiA 
Tha Ohrlatlaa* 6r. each: and Cheap popular Editions, medium Svo. portrait-cover. 6^ each. — 
Also the FlNS-PAPBR EDITION of Tha Daamstar* pott Svo. doth, gilt top, 2x. net; toattiei; ffflt 
i. y. net. 

Black 



Cameron (Commander V. Lx>vett).— The Cruise of the 

Prlnca' P iU^ a er . Post Svo. picture boards, ax. 



Canada (Greater) : The Past. Present, and Future of the Canadian 

N orth- West. By E. B. OSBORN. B. A. With a Map. Crnwn Svo. doth, y. 6d. 

Captain Coisrnet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 

Edited by LORBDAN Larchey. Translated by Mrs. Carey. With too Illustrations. Crown Svo. 

doth, y. 6rf. 

Cariyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., is. 6d. 
Carruth (Hayden).-^The Adventures of Jones. 

tlons. Fcap. S> o. doth, ax. 



With 17 lUustra- 



Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 

Tha Klai In YaUov. Crown Svo. doth, y, 6d.\ fcap. Svo. cloth limp, ax. 6<i, 

In tha 9nartar. Fcap. Svo. doth, ax. M. _^__ 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol I., Plays Complete, including the 

Doubtfid Ones.— Vol. II.. Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Swinburnb. VoL 

HI., Translations of tha Iliad and Odyasey. T h ree Vols., crown Svo. doth. 3s. 6d, each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Donna. Crown Svo. doth, y» M. 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Witii 



b Coloured Plates and 90 Woodctrts. ^ 
Chanear fov Sehools. With the stoi 



Crown 4tOi cloth extra, y. 6d. 
. tory of hfa Times and his W_._. . 

A New Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo. cloth, ax. 6d, 



Times and his Work. By BUa. H. R. Hawbis 



Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. Dy HOWARD Staunton. Edited by R. B. Worm alD. Crown Svo, doth. jr. 

Tha Minor Taotlaa of Chass 1 A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces m obedience to Stn> 
tegic Prindple. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HowELL. Long fcap. Svo. doth. ax. 6d. 

Tha Hastlnfa Chata Tournamant. Containingr the Authorised Account of the S30 Games 
played Aug.-Sept.. 1S95. With Annotations by PiLLSBURY. Lasker, Tarrasch. Steinitz. 

SCHIFFBRS. TEICHMANN, BARDELRBEN. BLACKBURNE. GUNSBERG. TINSLEV. MASON.and 

AL BIN ; Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters, and sa Portraits. Edited by H. F. CHBSHiRB. 
^Chenper Edition. Crown Svo . cloth, sx. 

Clare~(Austin), Stories by. '• 

For tha Lava of a Lasa. Post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. : doth. ax. M. 

By tha Rlsa of tha RIvar t Tales and Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown Svo. doth. \s. 6d 

T ha Ttdaway. Crown Svo. doth, gilt top.'&y. 

Ciive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 

Post Svo, doth, sx. 60, each ; picture boards, ax. each. 
Pan ! FarroU. \ Why Paul Ferroll KUIad hla WIfa. 



C lodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).--Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 35.6 rf. 
Coates (Anne).— Rie's Diary. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. W. . ^ 
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CHATTO & WINDUS» Publishers, in 5t. Maruns Uiiie» London, w.c. 5 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

Th« Cure of SoolS. Post 8vo. Illustrated boards, ax. 

?h« R«d Sultan. C'rown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. M. ; postSvo, Ulustrctted boards, ar. 



rhe Burd«n of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6/. 



C ollins (C. Allston).— The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, zs. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.^eacfa. 

lUustFations of Tonnyson. 

Jonathan Swift. A Biographical and Critical Study. 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. 6ti. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards. 2X. each. 
From HldnKht to Mldnltfht. I Blaoksmtth and SoliolM. ^ 

You Play mo False. I Th e YUla<e Comedy. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3x. each. 
Transmigration. | Sweet Anne Page. I Franess. 
A Fight with Fortans. | Sweet and Twenty. I 



Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, many Illustrated, .v. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, as. 
cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
My M Iseellanles. 
Armadalo. 
Poor Hiss Finoh. 
Hiss or Hrs.7 



«Antonlna. 

•BasU. 

«Hldo and Seek. 

»The Woman In Whits. 

*Tho Hoonstono. 

»Han and Wife. 

«Tho Dead Secret. 

After Dark. 

Tho Qaeen of Hsarts. 
\ Mam 



Mo Mams. 



Ths Mew Hagdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Ths Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
Ths Haunted Hotel. 
Ths Fallen l«eaves. 



Jsasbel's Oaiightsr. 



Ths Blaok RoTL. 
Hsart and Selsnos. 
* I Say Mo/ 
A Rqgns's Xdfs. 
Ths Evil Osnlus. 
Llttls Movsls. 
Ths X«sgacy of Cain. 
Blind I<ov«. 



*»* Marked * have been reset in new type, in uniform style. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo, &/. each. 
Ths Hoonstons. I Antonlna. | Ths Dead Sserst. 

Ths Woman In Whits. | Ths M sw Hagdalen. | Han a nd Wife. I Armadale. 

Ths Woman In Whits. Large Type, Fine Paper Editi(»i. Pott Svo. cloth, ^ilt top, 3s. 
net ; leather, gil t edge s, 3 f . pet, 

Coiman's (deorge) Humorous Works: ' Broad Grins,' ' My Night- 

gown and Slippers.' dec. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra , y. 6d. 

Colquhoun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M. Hutchison. Cr. Svo. cl., y. 6d, 
Compton (Herbert), Novels by, 

Tha Inlmltahls Hrs. Hasslngham. Crown Svo, doth, y. 60, 

Ths Wilful Way. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 



Convalescent Cookery. By Catheriwb Ryan. Cr. Svo, is. ; cl., i5, 6d. 
Cooper (Edward HQ.—Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. Svo. cloth, y. 6d. 
C ornish (J, F.).— Sour Orapes ; A Novel. Cr. Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6$ . 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England ; or. The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two St eel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown Svo, cloth. 7f. 6rf. 

Cotes (V. Cecil).— Two Qirls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6rf. ; post Svo, doth, ar. 6rf. 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

Ths Prophst of uis Groat Smoky Monwtalnii Crown Sro^ doth. y. &f. ; po«t 8ro, 

Illustrated boards, ax. 
His Vanished Star. Crown Svo. doth, y. 6d. 

Crellin (H. N.).— Romances of the Old 5eraglio. With 28 Illus- 
trations b y S. L. WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 

C resswell (Henry).— A Lady of Misrule. Cr. Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6y . 
Crim (Matt.).— Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown dyo, cloth 

extra, wit h a Frontispiece by Da n. BEARD, y. 6rf. ; post Svo. ill ustra t ed boa rd s, ax. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC. 'Q. ' and W. CLARK RUSSBLL. With • 
UUutrations by FRANK BRANCWYN. Crown Svo, cloth, y. M. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



Digitized by 
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CHATTO a. WINDUS. PnbHthefg, ifi St. Martin's Lang, London. W.C. 7 
Dllke (Rt. Hon. 5ir Charles, Bart., M.P.)«— The British Empire. 

Crown 8vo. buck ra m, y. 6rf. ' 

Dobson (Austin), Worlcs by. 

Thomas Bevlek and him Paplls. with 95 Illustrations. Squar* 8yo. cloth, y. 6d. 
Four FvttBOh women. Vnth I<our Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 
Bltfhtoanth Century Ylgnottea. In Three Series. Crown 8vo. buckram. 6t. each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and othar Papers. With 2 lUusts. Cr. &vo, buckram. &r: 
Sloe-walk Stndlea. With 5 Illustrations. Second EDtTlOW. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 6s , 

Dobson (W. T.).~Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo» cloth lunp, 9J. 6a. 

Donovan (Dicic), Detective Stories by. 

Pott 8to. illustrated boards, as. each : cloth Ump, as. 6d. each. 
Tha Man-Hnnter. I Wanted I I Bnsplelon Aroueed. I Riddles Bead, 

Caught at louit. | Tracked to Doom. I A Deteotlve's Triumphs. 



Tracked and Taken. I I«lnk hir I«lnk. I In the Orlo of the Iaw. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? j From Inlormatlon Received. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6A each : post 8vo, illustrated l>oards. aj.^each ; doth, v. 6d. each. 
The Man flfom Manchester. With 33 Illustrations. 
The Mystery of Jamaica T errace. I The Chr onicles of BUehael Danevlteh, 

Crown 8vo, duth, y. 6d. each. 
The Records of TInoent TrlU, of the Detective ■ervlee.^AIso picture doth, flat back, as. 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 
Deacon Brodle ; or. Behind the Mask. | Tales of Terror. 
Dark Deeds. Crown 8vo. picture doth, flat back, as. 

Dowling (Richard) .--Oid Corcoran's Money. Crown 8vo. cl., 35. 6i. 
Doyie (A. Conan).— The Firm of Qirdlestone. Cr. 8vo, ch, 35. 6d, 
Dramatists, The Oid. Cr. 8vo, el. ex., with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson'S Works. With Notes. Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by 

William Gipford. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman*s Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II.. Poems and Minor 

Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III.. Translations of tlie Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
M aaslnger's Plays. From Gifford's Text. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. One Vot 

Dublin Castle and Dublin Society, Recollections of. By A 

Native. Crown 8vo, doth, gilt top. 6j. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Evbrard Cotbs), Boolcs by. 

Crown 8to. doth extra, js. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With zxx lUustradons by F. H. Townsrno. 
An American Girl In Iiondon. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townseno. 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahlb. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. Townsbnd. 
Crown 8vo. doth extra, jx. 6d. eadu 
A Daughter of To-D ay. | Vernon's Au nt. With 47 Illustrations by Hal Hurst. 

Dutt (Romesh C.).~England and India: A Record of Progress 

during One Hundred Years. Crown 8vo. doth, as. 

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. Grosart. D.D. Crown 8to. doth boards, y. 6rf. per Vohmw. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davles' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Eds:cumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

and on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cYoth extra, y. 

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. \ A Plaster Saint* Cr. 8vo. d., sr. 6d, 
Archie I«OVell. Crown 8vo. cioth. y. 6d. ; illustrated boards, as. 

Edwards (Eliezer). — Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious. Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.).<- Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WaCE, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 

Eggleston (Edward).— Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo. illust. boards, 25. 
Ens:lishman9f-.An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the 

Reign of Louis PhU'ippe and the Empire. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. ]* 

Englishman's House, The l A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

ing a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and S34 Illusts. Cr. 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

E yes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. 8vo, is . 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bbnt, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Bvo, doth extra, 7*. 6d. 
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n ClIATTO A WINOUS, PublUhers^^n St Martin's Uine. Londoo. W.C._ 
Faraday (Michael)/ Works by. "Posrsvo. cloih^xira, 45. 64 each. 

Th« Ch«mleal History of m CandU t Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

by WILLIAM CROUKBS, F.CS. Wifh numerous lUustmtions. 
Oa iho Various Forcss of M ator«« aad ihoir RslalloBS to saeh othsr. Edited by 



William Crookhs. F.C.S. WWi lUustnuions. 



Farrer (j. Anson). —War; Three Essays. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6(1, 
Fehn (Q. Manvnie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. $r. 6d. each : post 8to, illustrated boards, ar. each, 
Tlia Maw Hlstrsss. | Wttaass to t hs D»ed. i Ths Tl<er Lily, i The Whlta Ylrtfln. 



A Woman Worth Winning, 
enrssd by a Fertane. 
Ths Cass of AUsaOray. 
Osmmodors Junk, 
■lash Blood. 



Crown 8vo. cloth v. 6d, each. 
Douhls Canning. 
A Flnttsrsd Dovsoots. 
King of ths Castls. 
Ths Hastsr of ths Csvs- 
monlss^ 



Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, t>s. each. 

Ths Bag of DianondSt and Thres Bits of Pasts. 
Banning Amok t a Story of Adventure. 



Ths Story of Antony Graes 
The Man with a Shadow. 
Ons Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's Wlfs. 
In Jsopardy. 



Ths Canksrworm i bcinr Episodes o f a Woman' s Life^ | BlaiA Shadows. 

A Cr imson Cri me. Crowm 8vo. cloth, gilt top, bs. ; picture cloth, flat back, ax. 

Fiction, A Cataiosrue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 

over NiNH Hu nd wed Novels, will be sent flreeby Messrs. CHATTO & WiNPUS upon application . 

Fin- Bee. — The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

and Pinin g. P oiit 8v o, cl6th li m p. 9s. 6rf. 

Fireworlc^Making, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnists 

Treasury. _ B y TH O MAS KENTISH. With a67 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Payn. W. Clark Rus- 
.^RLT., Grant M,len, Hall Cainb. George r. Sims, Rudyard Kipling, A. Con an Doyle, 
hf. v.. Braddon. F. w. Robinson, H. Ridur Haggard. R. M. Ballantyne, I. Zangwill. 
Morley Roberts, D. Christie Murray. Mary Corelli, J. K. Jerome, John Stram<.e 
Winter, Bret Harte, • Q.,' Rohert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatory Story 
by JH ROMR K. JRROMR. and 185 Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy 8vo. art linen, y. 6d. 

Fitzjrerald (Percy), Works by. 

Llttls Bssays t Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo. cloth, %s, 6d. 
Fatal Zsro. Oown 8vo, doth ext ra,^. 6rf. ; post 8vo. illustra ted boards, ax. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Bslla Donna. | Ths Lady of Brantmns. I Ths Ssoond Mrs. Tlllotson. 

Polly. I Msvsr Forgottsn. I Ssvsnty-flvs Brooks Street. 

Sir Hsnnr Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth, ix. bd. 
Christmas Days with Bos. With lUustratioiis in Facsimile of Old Prints. Crown 8vo, rioth. 
2fjJ^ [Shor tly. 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy t A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ELLARD GORE, 

F.R.A.S. With Thrte Plates and a88 Illustrations. Medium 8vo, clotli. lox. td. 
Urania t A Rumance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8yo. cloth extra. 5X. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victoria in 

Heaven, Christ's Viclorie on Earth. Christ's Tniunph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
Re v. A. B. CROSART. D.I:?. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, ax. 6rf. 

Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo- 

gravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, d r. 

Fo rbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. P.). —Dumb. Crown 8vo, c1., 35. bd. 
Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. 

Crown avo. cloth extra, 3x. 6rf. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
OnshyOns. | A Real Qus sn. | A Dog and his Sha dow. ] Bopss of Band. ir.nst. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2X. each. 
Qnssn Cophstna. f Olym pia. I Romancss of t he Law. | King or Knave? 
Jack Doyle's Daughtsr. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3x. 6 rf. ^ 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each ; 

Ulustrated boards ax. eacli, 

Seth's Brother's Wifs. \ Ths Lawton Gir l. ^ 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, . 1904. 

Edited b y JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown 8vo. cloth, ix. M. 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth limp. is. 6d. each. 
A Tsar's Work in Oardsn aad Orssnhouse. By George Glenny. 

Sonsshold .Hortionltnrs. ByToMandlANB Terrold. Illustrated. 
he Oarden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Jerrolp. 

Gaulot (Paul), Books by: 

The Red Shirts t A Tale of "The Terror.* Translated by JOHN I>E ViLLlHUS. With a Fron 
tispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, gx. M. ; picture cloth, flat back, ax. 

Iiove and Lovers of the Past. Translated by Charles Larocue. M.A. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
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CHaTTO ^ WINDUS, Publishers, ifi St. Martift^t Lane, London, W.C» 9 
Qentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon literature. Science, Biography, and Art, and * Tablo Talk * by SYLVAN US Ukuan. 
♦»* Bound yglumes/ar recent years kept in stock, %i. 6d. each. Cases for fiiftdinfr, ss. each. - 

derman Popular Stories. Collected by thil Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EOGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN» and 33 Steel Plates after 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo. cloth. 6j. 6d. ; gilt edges. 7s. 6rf. ^ 

Qibbon (Clias.), Novels by. Cr. Svo.cl., 35. 6d, ea.; postSvo. bds., 25 ea. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I liOvlntf a Dvttam. | Tha Braas of Yarrow. 

The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. I Of High Degree. 

Tha Flower of the Forest. | Qneen of the Meadow. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



The Dead Heart. 

For I«aok of Gold. 

What Will the World Baj ? 

For the King. 

A Hard Knot. 



In Pastures Green. 
In Love and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. 



In Hononr Bound* 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Oibney (5omervi lie).— Sentenced ! Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Gilbert's (W. S.) Original Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo. 2s. 6d. each. 

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea-<:harity-'The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial bv Jury— lolanthe. 
The Second Series : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dapl Druce— Tom Cobb 

— H. M.S. ' Pinafore '—The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. ' 

The Third Series: Comedy and Tragedy- Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencrantz and Guildenstem— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore— The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gondoliers— 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Bight Original Comlo Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, demy 8vo. cloth, ax. 6d. 

each. The FiRST SERIES contains : The Sorcerer— H.M.S. * Pinafore '- The Pirates of Penzance— 

lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 
The Secoio} Series contains: The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of the Guard— 

His Excellency— Utopia, Limited— Ruddigore— The Mountebanks— Haste to the Wedding. 
The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations (br Every Day in the Year, selected 

from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Muac by Sir A. SULLIVAN. C(nupUed by ALRX. Wai-SON. 
Royal i6mo. Japanese leather, aj. 6d. _^ 

Gilbert (William). <- James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, ar . , 

Gissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

A Secret of the North Saa. k Tha Wealth of Mallerstang. 

Knitters in the Sun. | An mngel's Portion. 

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Lost Heiress : A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two illustrations by II. NlSBBT. 
The Fossleker : A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUM& NlSUET. 
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontis piece by STANLEY Wood. 

The Golden Rook. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d, 
Kloof Yarns. Crown Svo cloth, is. 6d. 

Tales from the Veld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. Nisbet. Crown Svo, cloth, y. M. 
Max Thornton. With a Illustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, K.I. Large crown Svo, doth, gUt 
edgtis, 5J. i cloth, gili top. 6s. 

Glenny (George).— A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Pracricai Advice as to the Management of the Flower. Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post Svo. is. ; cloth, if. 6ii. 

Godwin (William). —Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 25. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 

from the Best Authors. By Theodore Taylor. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wajrne. Cr. Svo, 35. 6i. 
Gore (J. Ellard, F.R.A.S.).— The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 

tion to the Stud y of the Stars and Nebulae. Crown Svo. clotli, ar. net. 

Grace (Alfred A.).— Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6i. 
Greeks and ' ^tomans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. By TSRNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustra- 
tions. Large crown Svo , cloth extra. 7s. 6 rf. 

iQreenwood (James: ''The Amateur Casual").— -The Prisoner 

in the Dock ; My Four Years' Daily Experiences «n the London Police Courts. Cr. Svo. cl.. y. 6 d. 

Grey (Sir George),— The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 

Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By jAMBS MILNB. With Portrait. SECOND 
Edition. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. 
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I P CHATTO St WINDU5> PoMUh^n, ni St, Martin's Laae, London, W.C. 
Qrlffith (Cecil).— Corinthia Marazion : A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth 

Qufitcr (A. Clavering, Author of *Mr. Barnes of New York'). — 

a Florida aaohantiwatt Crown 8ro. doth, y. 6rf. 



Quttenberg: (VioietK Novels by. 

lloltbar J«« nor Orook. I 



Th« Powor of th« Palmist. 



Hair» The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated fr om the German of Dr. J. Pl NCUS. Crown 8vo. js. ; cloth, is. 6rf. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Qordon)» Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 65. each. 

■aw Bymbola. J I« a<»nd« of tho Moryow. | Tha Boppent Play. 
_^ Maidoa »0»ta«y. Small 4to. doth extra, Bs. 

Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meadb and 

CUPFORD HALIFAX. M.D. Crown 8vo. doth. %t. 6d. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C). —Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MaCLISB. GlLlifiRT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHAMK. 
Small tleiiiy 8 to, doth extra, 7J. 6rf. 

iiall~(Owen)» Novels by. 

Tha Track of a Btorm. crown 8vo, doth, y. 6d. ; lecture doth, flat bade. w. 

Jatsanu Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 6^^ 

Crown 8vo, doth, gilt top, ts. each. 
Bnraka. I Harnaado. 

Halliday (Andrew).— Every "day Papers. Post 8vo, picture bds.. -zs, 
Hamilton (Cosmo)* Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each. 

Tha Olamoar of th« Imposslbla. I Through a Keyhole. 

*«* The two stories may also be had bound together in one volume, crown 8vo. cloth, y. Sd. 

Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. each. 
Vol. I. CoMPLETU POUTICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait. 
„ II. thh Luck ok Roaring Camp— Bohemian Papers— American leghndl 
„ 111. Tales of the Argonauts— Easthrn Sketches. 
„ IV. Gauriel Conroy. I Vol. V. stories— Condensed Novels, &c. 
„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

„ vn. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John Pettxe, R.A. 
„ Vlll. Tales of the Pine and tub Cypress. 
„ IX. HucKE^'E and Chapparel. 
„ X. Tales of Trail and Town. &c 

Brat Harte's Choloa Works. In Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d 

Brat Harte'e Poetleal Works, Includini; "Some Later Verses." Crown Svo. buckram, ^s. 6ii. 

Borne Later Versee. Crown 8vo. linen ^ilt. 5^. 

la a Hollow of tha Hills. Crown 8vo, picture doth, flat back. 2x. 

Condensed Movals. <The Two Series in One Volume.) Pott Svo, doth, gilt top. v. net; leather. 

gilt edj^es. 3/*' net. 

Crown Svo, doth, (ts. each. 

On tha Old Trail. I From Sandhill to Pfna. 

Under tha Bad woods. _ I Stories in Iilght and Shadow. 

Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediat ion, 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, ex. cadu 
Oahrial Conroy. 

A Waif of tha Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. Wood. 
A Ward of tha Golden Gate. With 59 illustrations by Stanley u Wood. 



Basy t A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by f. K. CHRISTIE. 

Bally Dows. &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. 

The jBell-Rlnger of Angel's, &c. With ^9 Illustrations by Dudley Hardy and others 



Claranea 1 A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN. 



Eiarker*s Lack, &c. with 39 Illustrations by A. Forestibr, Paul Hardy, Stc 

■^ — - ""-'fi a Frontispiece by W. H.Overend. 

Excelsior." With a Frontispiece by J. B_ 

Three Partners ; or. The Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH. 



Devil's Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece by W. H. Overend. 

The Crasade of the ** Excelsior." With a Frontispiece by J. Bernard Partrtdgr. 

Three Partners ; or. The Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. With 8 Illustratit 

Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 

Maw Condensed Movals x B urlesq ues. 

Crown Svo, doth, 3x. 6d. each; picture doth, flat backs, sr. each. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp, and Bansatlon Novels Condensed. 
A Bappho of Green Sprlnffs. | Colonel Starbottle's Client. 

. A Protagae of J ack Hamlin's. With num erous lUustrations. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2x. each. 

An HelroM of Bad Dog. I The li uck of Roari ng Camp. | Californian Btorlas. 

Post Svo, raustrated boards, sj. each ; cloth, a/. 6d. each. 
nip* 1 Maruja. | A Phyllis of tha Blarras. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PuMlsherg, lit St. Martlii*» Lane, Londdn, W.C. n 
HandwHtins:, The Philosophy of. With over loo Facsimiles and 

Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX PH SALAMANCA. Post 8vo. half-cloth. 9S. 6rf. 

Hanlcy-Panky : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of 

Hand.&c Edited by W^ H» CrhMER. With aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra. 4J. 6rf. 

Hardy (Rev, E. J., Author of ♦ How to be Happy though Married *).— 

Itovmt Courtship, and Marpl>g»« Crown 8vo, cloth. y.6«l. 

Hardy (Iza Duffus), Novels by. 

Crown tvo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
The ItttUev BvlL I Man, Woman, and Fate. 
A Bnttefflyt Heg Friends and her Fortunes. _ 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth 

extra, gr. 6d. ; illustrated boards, as. ; cloth limp, as. 6d.—Alao the FlKB PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, as* net ; leather, gilt edges, 3X. net .^ 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloitred Frontispiece and pt Illustrations. Square 8vo. cloth bds.. 6s. 
The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontiq[>ieceand 74 Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, cloth bds., 6s, 
The Art of Dress. With 3a Illustrations. Post Svo, is. ; cloth, is. Ad. 
Chauoer for Schools, with the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition, revised. 

With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. 
Chancer fbr Children, with 38 lUustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, doth extra, y. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R., M.A.).— American Humorists: Washington 

IRVING. OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. JAUES RUSSELL LOWELL, AKTBMUS WARO. MARK 
TWAIN, and BRET Harte. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. ^ 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. '. " 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3f. 6(1. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Garth. I Bllice Quentih. 1 Beatrix Randolph. With Four Ilhists. 

Fortune's Fool. 1 Dust. Four Illusts. David Poindexter's Disappearance* 

I The Sp ectre of the Camera. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Miss Oadotfna. } I«o¥e-o r a Heme. 

Behastlan Btrome. Crown Svo. clotli, y. 6d. . 

Heckethorn (C W.), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each. 

London Souvenirs. \ London Memories t Bocial, Historical, and Topotfraphioal . 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 

Animals and their Masters^ I Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Biron t A Novel Crown 8yo. cloth extra, y . 6d. ; post 8vo. ilhistrated boards, as. ^ 

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page; A Novel. Cr. Svo. cl., y. 6<<. 
Henty (Q. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub, the Jngtflor. Post 8to. cloth, y. 6d. : illustrated boards, as. 

Colonel Thorndyke's Secret, with a Frontispiece by Stanley U Wood. SmaD demy Svo^ 

doth, gilt edges, 5*. 

Crown Svo. doth. y. 6d. each. 
The Queen's Cup. j Dorothy's Double. 



Herman (Henry).---A Leading Lady. Post 8vo. cloth, 25. arf. 

Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8yo. cloth extra. 6s. 

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 

the People. With aa Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6rf.; 

post Svo. picture boards, as. 

Hill (John), Works by. 

Treason-Felony. Post Svo, boards, aj. | The Common Ancestor. Cr. Svo. cloth, y.6rf . 

Hinkson (H. A.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, each. 

Fan Fitzgerald. | Sil k and Steel. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).— The Lover's Creed. Post Svo, boards, 2s, 
Holiday. Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. MaxwSll, 

Bart.. M.P.. JOHN WATSON. JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVBTT CAMERON. JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, 

Paul Lange. j. w. Graham, J. H. Salter. Phcebe Allen, s. J. Beckett, L. Rivers Vine, 
and C. F. GORDON CUMMING. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. ' 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon Thomson, rest svo. doth 

Ump, 9^. 6d. Another Edition, post Svo, cloth, as. 
The Autocrat of the Braakfast-Table and The Professoif at the Breakfast-Table, 

In One VoL Post Svo, half-bound, as. . 

Hooper (Mr3. Qeo.).— The House of Raby. Post Svo, boards, as. 
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is_CHATTO ACINOUS. PmhiU kts. iii St> Martin'a Law€, London, W.C 
Hood*s (ThoniM) Choice Works in Proae and Verse. With Life o£ 

ib« Aatkor, Portrait, and soe IDuttratkMH;. Crown tvo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Wo«4*» Whims mM4 OddUti— . with 8s IUu«tr«tlo ns. Port »*o. h« M»bound. ox. I 

Hook*« (Tbeodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- f 

croM Advonturet. Bont Mot*. Puns, and Hobxm. With a Uf«. A New Edkkm. with a Froiitis|H«c«. 
CrowB 8r o. clot h, y. 6d, 

Hqplciiii (Ti|t:lie), Novels by. 

Po» Ff •iow. Crown 9vo, clot h. 6j. 

Crown 8to. doth, «r. 6it. Vach. 
■Twtxt Leva mi« Ihitir. WHh a Fronti«>iec«. Th« laoomplttto JKdTMitarMP. 
T M li«iMit» of CTrteopBa. | H#H Malf»ad»n. WHhs Ittustrationa by C Gregory. 

Home (R. Heniist). —Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMHRS. Tonth Edition. Crown >vo. cloth e«tra. yx. 

HomuBi: (H. WO^—The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
ilugo (Victor).— the Outlaw of Iceland (Han dMslande). Trans- 

latadbyS irGlLBB RT Ca mpbell. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Hume - ~" 



lume (Fer^sK Novels by. 

TiM IrfMbr from Mo«k«v«. Crown 
TiM HlUloBRlM HystOTF. Crown C 



ji Svo, doth. 3T. 6d, ; picture doth, flat bade. a« 
B 8r«, doth. y.6d. 



HuBcerford (Mrs., Anthor of * Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 



Crown tvc, doth oxtra, y. id. each : post 8to. illustrated boards, ax. each : cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
— _.^ ..—-_. « ... An UnmmtlMmctorw Itovr, 

The Prof«uor*« BzperimeBt. 



P«tM^« Vita. 



Lady Pa8«r* 
LMyV«ra«v 
Th«B«d-Ho« 



Voraor** Fllfht. 



The Tbr«« Opmms. 
Mors Crelna. 
A H«ntal r 



A HaldMi All Tnlorn. 
!■ Daraaes Vila. 

aIKBLh Cteo». 

ApHl'alAdy. 

Crown tvo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
Mm AttKtoaR Momaat. I Tha Coming ol Chloe. j A Potat of ConactoBca. I Iioyloa. 

Hunt's (L^igh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Comer, &c. Edited 

by EPMU WD Oluhr. Post 8vo , h alf-bound, ax. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8to. doth extra, jr. 6d, each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 
Tha Loado n C a i te o t . | Solf-Coadomnod. | That Othov PavaoB. 
Mya.Jalla>. Crown tro. doth extra, sr. 6^. ' 

Hutchison (W. M.).~Hlnts on Colt-brealdnir* With 25 Illustra- 

tions. Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6rf^ 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pastbur's System ; The Technique of 

his Method, and SutJstics. By RENAUD SUZOR. M.B. Crown 8vd. cloth extra. 6x. ^ 

Idler Magazine (The). Edited by Robert Barr. Profusely Ilius- 

trated. 6rf. Monthly. 

i mpressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 

Indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth. 15. 6d. 
Inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden.— The Tear of Kalee. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6x. ^_^ 

in Memoriam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and 

arranged by LuCY RIDLEY. Small square 8to. cloth, ax. 6d. net : leather, y. 6d. net. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. TrEVOR-DavieS. a New Edition. Crown 8% o. cloth, ax. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Sons:s of. Collected and Edited by A. 

PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown 8to, doth, ix. 6d. . 

James (C. T. C). ^ A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 



tvo. doth limo. ix. 6d. 



Jameson (William).— My Dead Self. Post Bvo, cloth, 25. 6i. 
Japp (Alex. H., Li^ P.).— Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 5s. 
Jennings (Henry J.), Worlcs by. 

Covlodtlaa of Orluolsm. Post 8to, doth lunp, ax. 6d. 

Iiord T«BBytoi| t A B}og«ipbicaJ Skotch. With f ortrait. Post tyo, eloHi, «, «4, 
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CHATTO Si WINPUS, Publtohcw. iii St. Martin'i Lane. U ndon. W.C la 

Jefferies (Richard), Books by. \ ' 

Tb% Open Air. Post 8to, cloth, sx. 6d. 



Crown 8TO, buckram. 6s. each ; post Stro, cloth Ifmp, as. id. each. 
MatoM n—M Iioiidon. | Th» Lite of ih% FMIds. 

Also, the Large Typh. Fine Paper edition of !%• Iilto of (ho Ftolda. Pott 8to. cloth 
pit top, aj. net ; leather, gilt e dges, y . net. ' 

TIM Bolofsr of Rtehavd JofTorlos. By Sir Walter Bbsant. With a Photoeraph Portrait. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6j. 

Jerome (Jerome K.)» Books by. 

■*M*l»»<*» With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4tOk picture cofrer. w. 
J ohn Ingagfild, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gulich. Fc a p. 8vo. pic, cov. is. 6rf. 

Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hed^hos 

UoUmrm, Post 8to. printed on laid paper and half.bound. as. 

Jerroid (Tom)» Worlcs by. Post 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth limp, 15. 6d. each. 

nio Oavdon that Paid tha Rant; 

Honaahold Hortlcaltupa t A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).~Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8to. cloth imp, as. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Or. 8vo, cl. extra, y:6d, each. 

, Flngav-Rlntf Iiora t Historical. Legendary, and Anecdotal. With Hundreds of Illustrations. 
Crowaa and CofonatlOBa » A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Th««e Vols. 
crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. e ach. • ' * 

Josephus* The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 

tainW • The Antiquities of the Jews' and * The Wars of the Jews.' With 5a lUastrations and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy 8vo. half-doth, las. 64. 

Kempt (Rol>ert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post 8vo. doth limp, as. 6d. 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post 8yo. illustrated boards, as. ; doth, as. 6d. ^ ^_^ 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated^ boards, 25. each. 

• Aa WaaHntf of tha Oraan.* t Paa»lon*» Slay a. | BaU Baray. 

A Pyawtl Oyaa. crown 8to, dotii. y. 6d. ; post Svo. ilhistrated boards, as, 

Kipllns: Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Chapters, 

an Index to Mr. Kipliiw's priadpal Writings, and Bibliographies. By t. L. KnoWLBS. Editor of 

* The Golden Treasury ot American Lyrics.' With Two Portraits. Crown 8to, doth, y. 6d, 

Knisrht (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 

Patlant'a Yade MacuM i How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8to. doth. ts.6d* 

knights (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OP LORNB. K.T. Crown 8to. doth extra. 6s. 

Lambert(Oeorge).r-The President of Boravia* Crown 8vo.cl.,35.6<^. 
Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

* Poetry for Children 'and * Prince Oorus.* Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. Shep> 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on Roast Pig.' Crown 8ro. doth, y. 6d. 

Tha Bssaya of BUa. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-boundT as. 

lattl* Bsaaya t Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, sdected from bis Letters by PERCY 
FITZGERALD. Post 8to, doth limp, sx. 6d. 

Tha Dramatlo ■■aa;r* of Charlas J[«amb. With Introduction and Notes by Brander Mat* 
THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo. half-bound, ax. 6rf. 

Landor (Walter Savage).— Citation and Examination of William 

Shakspeare, &c betore Sir Thomas Lucvi touching Deer-stealing. X9tb September, xsSs. To which 
is added, A Confaranaa ot Haatar Bdmiuid Bpaaaav with the Earl of Essex, touching the 
Sute of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. Svo, half-Roaburghe, as. id. 

Lane (Edward William).— The Thousand and One Nights, com- 

monly caUed in Eni^d Tha Araolan Mlghta* Bntartalnmaata. Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY Lane-POOLE. Three Vols., demy 8to, doth, js. 6d. ea. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

Anaodotaa of tha ClartfF. post 8vo, laid paper, half doth, at. 

Thaatvloal Aaaedotas. Post Svo. doth Ump.3r.&<. 

Hnmo»i> of tha Itawt Foganalo Aaaedotaa. Postsvo. cloth, as. 

Lehmann (R. C.V, Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each. 

Harnr Flaayav at CamhFldia. 

Convaraattonal Hint* for Y9vmi Bhootavit A Gtiidtt to JMH» Talk. 
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14 CH ATTO A WINPU5> PobHsherg, in St. Martln'a Lane, Lonfloii. w.v. 
LeiSrh (Henry $.)•— Carols of Cockayne* Printed on hand-made 



pai>pr. bound in buckram, y. 



Leiand (C* Qedfrey).~A Manual of Mendlnit: and Repairing. 

>Vlth Diat^r aunt. _ C ro wn Bvo. cl oth, y. 



Lepelietler (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Q^e. Translated from 

the French by JOHN OH VILLI ERS. Pott 8yo. cloth, y. 6J. ; picture boards, as. 



Leys (John K.)» Novels by. 

Tbtt Llndsajrs. rest Sto, picture bds.. «x. 



1 A. aog> T»mytatloB. Cr. 8to. dodi. ggt top. 6j. 



Lilb um (Adam).— A Tragedy in Marble. Crown bvo. cioth, y.&f. 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of 'Methodist IdylU'), Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth, ax. M. each. 
Bhod« Bo>»Hfc I Th< Jfccoblf : A Romance at tii« Coosplncir of * TlM Foity.' 

CrowB 8to, cloth, eilt top. 6x. each. 
J«dah Pygrott, PortU n. | Th> Htorj of Leah. 



LinCbn (E. Lynn), Works by. 

Ab 06tav« of FrlttBda* Cre wn gyp. clo< 



cloth, y. 6rf. 



Crown Sro. cloth extra, y. txf . each ; poit 8vo. illustrated boards, at. each. 
PatrlolA KambaU. J lona. f Under Whlofaliord? With lallUistraHoiis. 
The Atonecnent of beam Dnadae. I •HyXfOve!* t Sowing the Wind. 
The WorraWeU liOet. With u lllusti. Paatea Carew. MiUionaire and Miser. 
The One Too Manx. _ . I Dolcle Bvevtoa. I With a aukan Thread* 
The Re bel of the Fam ily. 
Post 8vo, cloth Urap, ax. 6ti. each. - 
Wlteh Btoriea. I Ourselveei Usaayt on Women. 
Freeeho oUng t Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LVNN LINTON. 

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).--Our Greatest Living Soldiers. With 

8 Portrait s. Crown 8to. doth, y . (xt. . . 

Lucy (henry W.). — Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

cxtrn^y. M. ; p os t Bro, Jlluatrated boards, ax. 

McCarthy (Justin), Works by. 

A Hletonr of Oar Own Tlmee. from the Accesdon of Queen \^toria to the Geneal Election ol 
i88o. Library Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo, doth extra, xzr. each.— Also a Popular 
Kdition, in Four Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, dr. each.— And the JUBILEE EDITION, with aa 
AppcniHx of Events to the end of i886, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7X. 6rf. each. 

A History of Our Own TImee, Vol. V., from i88o to the Dia^iond Jubilee. DemySroi doth 
extra, xax. ; or crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

A History of Onr Own Times, Vol. VI., from the Diamond Jubilee, 1897, to the Accestion of 
Kinfj Edward VII. Deny 8vo, clo:h. lax. - IShoTtty. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. One VoL, crown 8vo, doth extra^ 6r.— Also a Chbap 
Popular Edition, post 8vo. cloth limp, ax. 6rf. 

A History of the Four Georges and of WUIlam the Fourth. By JUstin McCakthy 
and Justin Huntly McCarthy. Four Vols., demy 8ro, cloth extra, xax. eadi. 

The Reign of Queen Anne. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth, lax. each. 

Reminiscences. With a Portr ait. Two Vols., demy 8vo. c loth, a4X. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. (ui. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each; doth limp, ax. 6d. each 

H.^. «F.. — j_.- «..-.^.-»- ponna Quixote. With n Illustratioas. 

The Comet of a Baason. 



-. J. y. 

The Waterdale Nelghboure. 
My Enemy's Deughter 



A Fair Saxon. I Llnlejr RoehttoML 

Dear Lady Disdain. I The Dictator. 
Mlse Misanthrope*. With za I llustrations. 



Maid of Athens. With la Illustrations. 

CaimOlat A Clri with a Fortune. 

Red pla monda. | The Riddle Rlntf. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. each. 
The Three Diagraoes, and other Stories. | K ononlat A Lore Story of • Focty-ei^ht.' 
* The Right Honourable.* By Justin McCarthy and Mrs. CampbrllPraed. CrownSirok 

cloth extra, ts. ^ 

McCarth3M(Justln Huntly), Works by. 

The French Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Fotir Vols., demy Sro, doth, les. each. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8vo. ix. : cloth, ix. 6d. 

Ireland Since the Union t Ske tches of Irish History, 1798-1 886. Crown 8to, cloth* 6r. 

Haflz In London t Poems. Small 8vo, gold clo th, y. 6<^. 

Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, picture cover, xx. ; cloth Ump^ W. tidL . 

Doom I An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo. picture cover, xx. 

Dolly I A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, ix. 

Lily Lass : A Romnnce. Crown 8vo, picture cover, XX. ; doth Hmp, zx. 6A ' ■ 

A L on don Leg e nd. Crown 8vo , cl oth, y. 6rf. 

MacColl (Hus:h), NovelTby. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 8vo. illustrafted boards, as. 

Ednor Whltlock. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 6x. ^_ 

Macdonell (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Games. Post 8yo, cloth limp, a x. 6d. . - ' 

Machray (Robert), Novels by« Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
A Blow over (he Heart. | The Mystery of Iilnooln'a Inn. 
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CriATTO & WINUuS, Publishers, in St. Martinis Lane, tondon, W.C. 15 
MacDonald (Qeorge, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imatfinatlon* Ten Vols., z6mo. cldt)i. silt edgss, in doth case, 2xs. i or 

the Volumes may be had separately, in GroHer cloth, at sx. 6iC. each, 
vol. I. Within AND Without.— THE Hidden Life. ^ 

,. II. The Disciple.— The Gospel woMEN.r-BooK of Sonnets.— OEgXnSonc^s. 

0' III. VIOLIN SONGS.— Songs of the Days and Nights.— a Book of dreams.— Roadsjdh 

POEMS.— Poems FOR CHILDREN. 

.. IV. Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch Songs. 

„ V. & VI. Phantastes : A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The PorTBNT. 

„ viii. The Light PRiNCESS.*-TifE Giants HEART.— Shadows* . . . , . 

„ IX. Cross purposes.— The Golden Key.— The Carasoyn.— J-ittcb Daylight. 

„ X. The Cruel Painter.— The Wow o' Rivven.— The Castle.- The broken swords. 

—THE Gray wolp. — uncle coftNEUus. ^ * ' -^ 

PoatlcaL Works of Oeorga If aoDonald. Collected and Arransred by the Author. Two Vols« 

crown 8vo, buckram, izr. , . , 
A Threefold Oord. Edited by George MacDonald. P ost 8vo, doth, s*. 
Phantastea s A Faerie Romance. With 23 Illustrations by J. BELL. Craw««vo, doth extra, 3r. 6rf. 
He«iher and Snow : A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 
Id llt^ t A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. ^ 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or, 

Music at Twilight. Crown 8yo, cloth extra «s. , 

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus 0'Shea.~^Brave Men 

In Action J Thriinng Stories o( the British Flajr. With 8 lUustrations by Stanley L. WOOD. 
Small demy 8to. cloth, gilt edges, y. ^ \ 

Macllse Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters : 85 Portrait* by Daniel Maclise ; with Meihoirs— BiografihicaW Criticet.-Bibliographical, 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Pres^' Century, by WILLIAM 
Bates. B. A. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. .;^ ,/ ■ 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pietnres and Letfends from Normandy and Brittany* 34 lUusts. by T. R. Macquoid. 

Vhrough Normandy. With 93 Illustration»by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

Aboot Yorkshire* with 67 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoip. 

Masrician's Own Book* The: Performances with ERgs, Hats, &c. 

Edked by W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. Cro^m 8vo. cloth extr a, 4s. 6d, 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 

Directions. By T. C HePWORTH. With to Illustiatiens. Crown 8vo. if. ; do th, is. 6d. ^ 

Magna Charta s An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Museum. 3 feet by 2 feet, vfith Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5J. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTr.OMERlB Ran« 
king. Post 8vo. cloth limp. 2s. * 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

Th« New Repnblie. Post 8vo, cloth, j,t. 6d.; picture boards, as. 

Tha New Pan! and Ylrtftnt a t Positiviam on an Island. P ost 8vo, ddth, 9S. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, parchmynt. 8j, | Is I«lfe Worth Hiring? Crown 8yo, cloth e xtra. 6j. 

Margueritte (Paul and Victor),— The Hisaster. Translated by 

Frederic Lees. Crown 8yo, clotht y. 6d. .■ .■ . .■ ' • ' 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel CUNMIWCHAM. -C^^own 8v<v. doth extra, y-^. 

Mason (Finch).— Annals of the Horses-Shoe Cluh. Withsll^us- 

trations by the AUTHOR. Crown 8yo. cloth, g^llt top, ^r. .1 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of William iGiPEORD. Edited 

by Col. Cunningham. Crowp 8vo. cloth extra, y. <rf. ' /' . ; ' ' " ' 1 ' ■ 

Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the S€?a, &c. BostSvo, illus- 
trated boards. ax.; cloth limp, ax. -grA ' "■.^. nr ' h t .-jl.- .^ rr - . i .. - 

Max d*Rell. Books by. Crown 8YQ,.ploth;^ >• #. ^cX ^ ^ ^ 

Her Royal Highness Woman. I Between Oursaives. 
Ramblea ^ Wjawanlan^b ' 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier ol Fortune. Crow n 8vo. cjoth. y. 6rf. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards* af . 

Crown Svo. cloth, v. 6d. e{^clj. . .. 

The Voice of the Charmer. With 8 Illustrations. t An Adventuress. 

In an Iron Grip. I On the Rrlnk of a Chasm. I, .The BllM PlajnplU 

The Siren. I The Way of a Woman* 1 u|tu|AM«^y tna^ 

Dr. Rumsey's Patient. I A Son, of Ishmae l. i \ ,-^"»^ - ' 

(Srown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6*. each, j^ • 
This Troublesome W orld. I R ojitft^ y. 

Merivale (Herman).- BarTStage, and^^atfoini : A«toSpnraphic 

Memories. With a PMtrait. Cvowa 8to, elotii, ffUttop. 6f. ^^ ' -• m. >« ;*f<,i.T • 
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16 CHATTO A WiNDUS, PublUhaf. m St. Mftln't Lane, London. W.C* 
Merrick (Leonard)* Novels by. 

Tho Mmi Wko wmm Oood. Poet 8vo, pfcture board s, as. 

Crown'Svo. doth. y. 6d. each. __ . . «^„. . 

_ »hto Btaf of Footo. | Cynthtat A Daughter of the PhiMstinea. 

Mexican MusUmg (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWHKT and J. AR MO V KNOX. With 3 65 lUustrarions. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fen wick). —Physiology for the Young; or. The 

House Of Life. Whh num erous I Uustration s. Post 8vo. doth linip. os. pd. 

Milton (J. L.).— the Bath In Diseases of the Skin. Post 8vo. 

IS. ; doth . I X. 6d. ,_^ s 

MInto (W m.).~W as She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cioth, is. 6d, 
MitchellTBdmund)* Novels by. 

Tho Lono ato* Booh. With 8 niustrations by NORMAK H . HARDY. Crown Sro. dotb. s*. 6tf. 

Crown 8vo, doth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Ooly o Mltfiovt. I Tho Boif orto of CulboiL 

Crown 8ro. picture cloth, Aat backs, ax. each. 
Plottoio of Porto. I Tho TampU of p»fcth. | ToiQoWto tho Btowiol »nooro. 

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 35. 6d, each. 

Tho OnB-RaiiBOFt A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece bjr STANLBY L. Wood. 
KoBOhaw FoBMoiro Qooot. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 

Tho Trtwnph of Bfloiy BU ohlaod. 

Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. each ; picture doth. Bat backs, ax. each. 
Tho Look of Oorard Rldtfoloy. 
Tha KlBg*0 ■ooogoli With Si« fuU-pa ge lUustralions by S TANLEY L. WOOD. 

Ita wlUuid'O Chom. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 6x. 

Molesworth (Mrs.).— Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y . 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Moncrleff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seven Etcbhift by JOHN PBTTm, W. Q. OrCHARDSOM ----- — 

K. Mi>CBRTH and TOM Graham. Imperial 4to. buckram, aix . 



Montagu (Irving).— Things 1 Have Seen in War. With 16 full- 

page lUustrati ona. Crown 8 yo. doth. 6x. ___, 

MooreTrfhomas), Works by. 

Tho BptooFOan i and Alelphron. Post 8vo. half-bound, sx. . 
Prooo and Voroot induding Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OP LORD BYRON. Edited 
b y R. H. SHEyHBRD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. doth extra, js. 6d. 

Morrow (W. C.).— Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With 106 Illustra- 

tions b y EdouarD CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Muddock (J. E.), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each, 

Baoilo tho Jeotar. With Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 

Yottntf Loohlnvar. t Tha Oo ldOB Idol. 

PostSrb, illustrated boards, zx. each. 

Tho Doad Kan'o Boovot. | F gom tho Booom of tho Doop. 

■torloo Wolvd and Wondorfnl. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as, : doth. ax. 6d. 
Kald Karlan and Bohin Hood. With sa Illustrations by S. L. Wood. Crown 8ro. doth extra, 
31. 6rf.; picture doth, flat back, ax. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

tra, %s. 6d. each ; pos 
A Modal Fatho 
Old Blasor'B Horo. 



Crown 8yo. doth extra, %s. 6d. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
'" ]L Modol Fathop. "-'- "- — " — 



A Llfo'o Atonomont. 
Joooph'a Coat. la Illusts. 
Qoalo of nra. 3 lUusts. 
Val BtvanCo. 



Tho Way of tha Wortd. 



Qynlo ^l^ono.^ JFrmiti^. 



Boh Haptla'o Idttlo OlvL 
Time's Bovongoo. 
A Waotod Crlmo. 
In Dlraot PoMI. 
Mount Doopalr. 

~ ~ "-Ml A> Ma.ll 



A Capfal o'^Malla. 



Bf thO Oato of tho Baa. 
A Bit of Haman Matoro. 
F lgot Porion Stngulag. 
The Making of a MovoUot X An Experiment in Autobiography. With a CoUo^pe Portrait. Cr. 
8vo, buckram. 3X. 6d. 

aContompevartoo In Flotlon. Crown 8to, buckram, sx. 6d. 
Own Ohoot. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x. 6d. ; picture cloth, fi at back. ax. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each. 
Thlo Idttlo World. I A Baco for MlIlionB. | Tho Churoh of Hamanlty. 

TalOO In Proso and Voroo. With Frontispiece b y ARTH UR HOPKINS. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Doopair^flliaotJMUoF. f Yorona 'o Fathor. 

J oooph'a Qfifj/tf' FdrOV*^ Edition, medium 8yo. 6d, • 

Murr^i^. Christ!^ and Henry Herman, Novels by, 

_ _ Crown 8vo. doth f xtra, y. 6d. each ; post 8to. illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Ono.npavoUorBottirafl.V . 1 JPho Bithopo' Blblo. 

Paul Jonoo'o Allao. &c. With lUustutioBS by A. FORBSTIER and G. Nicolbt. 
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CHAtTO A WINDUS, PubttshcM, m St. MafUn's Lane, London, W.C. i7 
Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. each. 
A Oam» of Bluff. I A Song of Blxpono o. i , 

Newbolt (H.).— Taken from the Enemy. Post 8vo. leatherette, is, 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

* Ball Up^ Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8ro, illustrated boards, u. 
> Dr. Bernard 8t. Vlnoont* P ost Svo. illustrated boards , as. 

LeiBons In Art. With at Illustrations. Crown 8vo. clotlTextra. as. (tct. 



Norris (W. E.)» Novels by. 

Sicture boards, as. each. 
alnt Ann's. | BUly BoUaw. 

Miss Wentwortta'a Idea. Crown 8vo. cloth, y.oa. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each ; post 8vo, 

With a Frontispiece by F. H. TOWNSBND. 



Ohnet (Qeors:es), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Doctor Ramean* \ A L ast X«ove. 

A Walrd Olft. Crown 8ro, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo. pictureboards, as. 

X«OVe*« Depths. Translated by F. ROTHWELU Crown 8vo. cioth, y. 6d. 

The Woman of Myetery. Translated by F. Rothwell. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Primrose Path. | Wh iteladles. | The Oreatast Heiress In England, 
The Boroeress. Crown 8ro. doth, y. M. ^ 

Orrock (James), Painter, Connolsseui', Collector. By Byron 

WEBBE|R. In Two Handsome Volumes, small folio. Illustrated with nearly One Hundred Photoffravr— 
I and a profusion of Drawinsrs reproduced in. half-tone, in a handsome binding designed by 



_ lates and a profusion of Drawings reproduced in. half-tone, in a handsome binding designed by Sir 

LD. LINTON, P.R.I. Price, in bUckram gilt. Ten Guineas net. The Edition for sale is strictly 
ited to Fivy Hundred ^ umbered Copies. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

Fcap. Srob cloth extra, -js. 6ti. each. 



Ifasie and Ifoonllght. 

I«ays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6d, 



Songs of a Worker. 



Ouida, Novels by. 

Held in Bondage. 
Trlootrin. 

Strathmore. I Chandos. 
Ceoll Castlemaine's Qage 
Under Two Flags. 
~ ~ I IdaOlia. 



Cr. Svo, cl., 35. (4. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds., 25. ea. 
A Dog of Flanders. In Maremma. | Wanda. 

Pasearel. | Slgna* 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Wintev City. 
Ariadne. _ | Friendship. 



FoUe-Fknne. 



A Village Commune. 
— ^" " I Pipls trello. 



Prinoess Napraxine. 
Onlideroy. | E"'"- 
Two Offenders. 



POPULAR EuiTlONS, medium 8ro, 6d. each. 
Under Two Flags. | Moths. | Held in Bond age. | PnOk. | 



Strathmore. 



Syrlin. Crown Svo. cloth, y- ^> ; post 8vo. picture cloth, flat back, as. ; illustra ed boards, as. 
The Waters of Bdera. Crown &vo. cloth, %s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, as. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of Ouioa by F. Syonby Morris. Post 
8yo. c^rth extra, y.— CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, as. 

Pain (Barry).— Eliza *s Husband. Fcap. Svo. picture cover, is. 
Palmer ( W. T, ), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Iiake Country Rambles. With a Frontispiece. 

In Itakeland Dells and Fells. With a Frontispiece. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d, each 
Xiosft Sir Masslngberd. 
A County Family. 
Iiess Blaok than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. i For Cash Only. 

HlAi Spirits. 

A ConfldenUal Agent. With 12 lUusts. 
A Orape from a Thorn. With la lUusts. 



Humorous Stories. I From Bxile. 
The Foeter Brothers. 
Harried Beneath Him. 
Bentlnok's Tutor, i Walter's Word. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Like Father, Like Bon. 
A Woman's Vengeanee. 
Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. 
Uurphy's Haster. I At Her Herey. 
The Clyffards of c\ — 



PostSvo illustrated boards, ax. each. 



post 8ro, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Family Boapegraee. 
Holiday Tasks. 

The Talk of the Town. With za lUusts. 
The Uystery of Mirbrldge. 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt HiUion. 
Sunny Stories. I A Trying Patient. 



Ivate Views. 



Found Dead. I QwendoUne's Harvest. 

Mirk Abbey. I A Uarine Residence. 

The Canon's Ward. 

Mot Wooed. But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Halves. . I What Ho Coat Her. 

Fallen Fortunes. Kiti A Memory. 

Under One Roof. I Glow- worm Tales. 

A Prince of the Blood. 



A Modem DIek Whittlngton { or. A Patro 
8vo. cloth, V. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, as. 
In Peril and Privation. With x? Illustratio 



in { or. A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crown 



Motes from the * News.* 



.. 17 Illustrations. Crown Sro, doth. y. 6d, 
Crown Svo. cloth, if. 6d. 



Payne (Will).— Jerry the Dreamer. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
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i8 CH ATTO St WINDUS, PuhlUhtrs, m St. MTtm*i Lane. Londoa, W.C. 
Pandurang: Hari ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

BaRTI.R Frhre. Post 8vo. niuMr ated bo^^rds. ax. 

Paris Salon^ The Illustrated Catalogue of the, for 1903. (Twenty- 

fourth Year.) With over -joo IUu»tratio n». Demy 8vo. jx. 

I^ascal's ProvlnclafTetters. A New Translauon, with Historical 

Introduction an d Notes by T. M'Ckir. P.P. Post 8vo. half-doth, ss. 

Paaton Letters (The), 1433-1509. Containing upwards of 600 more 

L.ett«rs thAn appeared In the oripinal 5-volume issue in 17S7-1833. Edited, with Introduction and 

Noicfi. by JAMHS t;AlKI)NER, of the Pubhc Record Office. A NEW EDITION In 6 VoIuit>cs, square 

demy 8vo, art linen, ijilt top, 121. txi. net per volume (sold only in sets'. The Edition will consist of 650 

copie*. of which^n^ frjo are for sale. The First Voluine will be ready in November. 

Paul (Margaret A.). —Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, doth, with 

Fr ontispiece by Hklr n PaTR RSON. y. 6d,: postSvo . i llustrated boards, is. 

Penneir-Elmhirst (Captain E.).— The Best of the Fun. With 

8 Coloured IllustratioDs by G P. GILES, and 4I in Black and Whita by J. Sturgbss aad G. D. 

GtLllS. M edmro 8vo. clot h, gilt top, its. 

Pennell (HT'Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, «. 6d. ea. 

Pack on Pegasus. AVith illustrations. 

P«tfa«UB Ro-Saddlftd. With Ten fuU-pagre Illustrations by G. DU MAURIBR. 
Th e Mu s es of Wayfaln Vers de Society. Selected by H. C. PrnnrLL. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works"by. Post 8vo. cloth, is. 6i. each. 

An Old Maid's Paradise. \ B urglars la Paradise. 

Bejrond (he Gates. Post Svo. picture cover. IX. : cloth, zs. 6d. 
^ Jaok the^PUhyman. Illustra ted by g W. Reed. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6 d. 

Phi I May's Sketch- Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 

f o lio, cloth, as. 6d . ^ 

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, canvas, gilt top, 55. each. 

Famous violinists and Fine Ylollns. | The Confessions of a Violinist. 

Voice and Violin t Sketches. Anecdotes, and Reminiscences. 



Pilkington (Lionel L.).— Mallender's Mistake* Crown 8vo, clotb, 
Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

The Pursuivant of Arms. With six Ptates and aoo inastrations. Crown 8to, cloth, js. 6d. 
Bon gs and Poems. t8i»-i 879. With Introduction by Mrs. MacKARNESS. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Plutarch by J OHN and WM. LAN GHO RNE. and Portraits. Two VoK. demy 8vo. half-cloth loj . 6rf. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 

_ With an Introducti on by CHA R LES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8yo, cloth. 3J. 60, 

t>ollock (W. H.).— The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 

SirWALTH R BnSANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK. With 50 Ilhistrations. Crown Svo. cloth gilt. 6s. _ 

Pope's Poe tical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 25. 

Porter (John).— KIngsclere. Edited by Byron Werber. With 19 

fuU-page and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Pemy Svo. cloth, fs. orf. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illusL bds., 25. each. 

The Romance of a Station. | The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d. each : post Svo. boards, sx. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Christina Chard. With Froatbpiectt by W Paget. 

■rs. Tregasklss. With 8 illustrations by Robert Sauber. 



Crown Svo. cloth, jx. 6d. each. 
Madame Isan. | *As a 



Watch In the Night.* 



Price (E. C.)> —Valentlna. Crown Svo. cloth, 3^. td, 

Princes s O l ga.— Ra d na ; A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. . 

PrycentRlchard).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, y. 6d.', post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 

Flowers of the 8ky. With ss Illustrations. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, w. «* 
Basy Star Lessons, with star Maps for every Night in the Year. Crown Svo, cloChtte. 
\ FamlllM Sclenoe Studies. Crown Svo. cloth extra, dr. 
< Saturn and Its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth extra, xox. 6d. 
i^ MjVteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, fliw 
The Universe of Bttnt«&c. with numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth ei[tra,6r. 
Wag es and Wants o f Scien ce Wor kers. Crown svo, ix . 6d. 



Rambosson (J.) .—Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pitman. 

With 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut^IUustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. 
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Ra ndolph (Col, a.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo. cloth. 75, 6d, 
RIcliardson (Frank). Novell by. 

Tho Man who Iioat his Pafct. With 50 lUusts. by Tom Browkh, R.I. Cr. 8vo, doth, y. 6d. 

Crown 8T0, cloth, spit top, 6s. each. 
Tha Kla^ Coqn— I. _J Seml-SooUty* 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.). Novels by. 

A Rloh Man's Dau^ter* Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Walrd BtorlMU Cipwn 8vo. clo th extra, y. 6a, ; post 8vo, fllu stratad boardt, u . 

P<*t 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Tha Uninhabited Honsa. I Fairy Water. 

TUa Prlnoe of Wal«a'a Garden Pavisr* I Her Mother's Darllntf. 

The Myetery In Falaoe Gardens. j The Mnn'e Carte. I Idia Talat* 

Reade'5 (Charles) Novels. 

The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete m serenteen vo 
type, printed on laid paper, and eleffantly bound m doth, price 3s. 6d. each. 

X. Pag Wofflntftens and ChrlMla John- ' "' '" 

«ona. 
s. Hard Cath, 

3. The Cloister and tha Rearlh. With s 

Preface by Sir WALTER BKSANT. 

4. * It is Never Too Kiate to Mend.' 

5. The Coarse of Trao X<ove Mover Did 

Son Smootht and Bin^ahaart and 
]>oableface. ^ . ^ 

C The Aatobic^raphy of a Thief 1 Jaok 
of all Trades} A Hero and a Mar- 
tyr I and The Wandering Heir. 



The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete In Serenteen Voltunes, set In new long primer 

' ..... . . . ^^^ ^ each. 

Xiove Me Little, Xiovo n 
TheDoable Marriage. 



7. Xiove Me Little, Xiovo Bte Long. 

i TheDoable Mar 

9. Griffith Gaant. 



xovFoal Play. 

tx>Pat Yourself In His Plaeo. 

X3. A Terrible Temptation. 

13. A Simpleton. 

X4. A Woman-Hater. 

15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good 

stories of Man and other Animals. 
z6. A Perilous Beoret. 
17. ReadianaiandBlbloCharaotaro. ^ 



In Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

. i-_ ,_^„_.__. Hard Cash. I Grl ^ 

Foul Play. I Put Toorsalf in fiis Plaea* 



Peg Wofflngteh. t ChHatie Jolinstone. Hard Cash. I Griffith Gjuuit. 

*It is Mover Too Late to Mend.' Foul Play. I Put Toorsalf in His r 

* ' A Terrible Temptation 



The Coarse of True Lovo Mevar Did Run 

Smooth. 
The Autobiography of a Thief t Jaok of 

all Tirades ; and James Lambert. 
Love Me Little. Lovo Mo Long. 
Tho Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 



A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Singlehoart and Dottblofaoo. 

Good Stories of Man andother AnlmalSt 

The Jilt, and other Stories. 

A Perilou s Secret. | Roadiana. 



Larcb TYPE. Pum Paper Editions. Pott 8to. cL, gilt top. as. net ea. ; leather, cfilt cdi^es. y. net ea. 
Tho Cloiater and tho Heart h. | «lt to H over Too Late to Mend.^ 

POPULAR Editions, noedium 8to, 6d. each. 
•It. is Mover Too Late to Mend.* J Tho Cloister and tho Hearth. I Fool Ploiy. 
PegWoffingtoni and Chris tie Johnstone. I Hard Cash. | Griffith Gaant. 



Ohristio Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elcerir style. Fcap. 8to. luiit-Koxh.as.6d, 

Peg Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Koxburshe, ax. 6d 

The Clototer and the Hearth. New Illustrated Edition, with 16 PhotoeraTareandSi 



half-tone lUustratioiis by MATT B. HBWBRDINB. SmaU 4to, doth gilt and gilt top, ic\r. 6d. net.-~ 
Also in Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by SUr WaltbR Sesant. and a Fiontispiece to 
each Vol, buckram, irilt t(^ dr. the set. 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8to. leatherette, ix. 

Bolootions Item tho Works of Charles Reads. With an Introductton bjr Mrs. ALEX. 
Ireland. Post 8vo. doth limp, as. 6d. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. Witii 5a Illustrations by the Author. 

About Bntf and with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOy and A. RiMMER. 

Rives (Amelie)^ Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6i. each. 

Barbara Daring. '*^ | Merielt A Love Story. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Danibl Dbfos. With 37 Xllustiations by 

GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo. half-cloth, ar. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are strange. Post Sro. Illustrated boands, ar. 

The Hands of Justloo. Crown 8to, cloth extra, ^r. 6el. \ post 8to illustrated boards, ar. 

The Woman In the Dark. Crown Syq, doth, y. 6d. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 65. each. 

The Poets* Birds. \ The Poets' Beasts. | The gfto* Reptiles. Fis h es, and Inteo ts. 
Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Normamdy with William the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold and C<Jours, sx . 

Rosengarten (A.).—- A Handbook of Architectural Styles. ' Trans« 

lated by W. Collbtt-SaNDARS. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7X. 6d. 

Ross (Albert).-— A Sugar Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh). Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6rf. each. 

Ponlanai or. Thoughts Wise and Other>wlse < a Collection of the Best Riddles, Conundrums, Joket, 

Sells, Sec, with numerous Illustrations by the Author. 
lloro PimlUPS 1 A second Collection of Riddles, Joke% d(c WKb nnmerotit nhistratlooa 
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Runclmiui (James), Stories by. 



•elioolB and B«liolars. Post Svo. cloth, ax. &/. 
Bktppyyjaad ShaUbagln. Crowo gyo. cloth, y. 6^ 



Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A OouteF SwMtkaart. Post Svo, plcton bovds, sx. ; picture doth, flat back. sr. 

Tll» Drift of Wtktm, Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6<<.; picturo doth, ftat back, as. 

t^usseil (Hert>ert).— True Blue; or, ♦The Lass that Loved a Sailor.' 

Ciioini tro. doth, y. 6^ 

t^usseli (Rev. Joint) and Ills Out-of-door Life. By £. W. L. 

Pavibs. a New Edttton. with intutfrations coloured by hand. Royal 8to. doth. x6s. net. 

Russell (W. Clarlc), Novels, &c, by. 



Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; poit 8vo. lUastrated boards, as. each ; doth limp. a*. 6d. etfch. 
KoiiBd tB« OalUjr-riro. An C — — ^--_ 

Aiono oBlTwido Wikto Baa. 



■oiiBd |£>« Oallsy-rir«« An Oe«an TFsd«dy. 



Ob ilM Fo*k*sl« H«ad. 



Tb« Good Bhip * Mohosk.* 

The Phantom Doath. 

la Ha tha Man t i Tha Convlat Ship. 
^^HaartofOak. Tha Iiaat Bntry. 

tha Tan. 



J Mystary of tha *Ooaaa Bta».< 

Tha Bamanoa of Janay Harlowa. , 

Tha Tala of 

Crown 4 vo. doth. y. bd, each. 

A Tala of Two Toimala. I Tha Paa th Ship. 

Tha Ships Her Story. With so Hlustrattons by H. C. SeppingS Wright. SmaD 4to, cloth, fir. 
~" ^•*^*i i V®y»e« of Inddent. With za lUustrations by G. E. ROBERl 



Pratty Pally *t X Voyage of Inddent' With za lUustrations by G. E. Robertson. 

iffe crown 8va doth, rilt edges, y. 

Ora rdaa. Crown 8vo. doth, gilt top, ts. 



... Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6A each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

A Pallov of Tvlatty. With a Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and a Frontispiece. 

Vha •Junior Daaa. Tha Haatar of St. Baaadlat'a. I To HIa Own Maatar. 



Saint Aubvn (Alan), Novels by. 

crown Svo. doth extra, sc 6A each : pc 

', y 

OrahardOamafaL I in" t ha Paca of thalyorid r' "* I Tha'l^ramlatt'DiMnoada. 

^. _ ^ Crown 8to. doth. y. 6d. each. 

Tha Woolag ot Hap. A Tradla Honaymoon. I AProetor*8WoqlBg. 

Portuna'a llaia._ ^ ,1 Oallantnr Bowar. Bonnla Hatfla Sndav. 

Mary U nwtn. With 8 lUustrations by PERCY Tarrant. | Mra» Dnnhar'a Bacra t. 

S aint John (Bay le).— A Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. 
Sala (George A.).--Oa8ilght and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Ex.ChieMnspe c tor Cavanagh. Post 8to. lUustrated boards, ax. ; doth, as. 6d. 

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards : with Entertain- 

ingExperhnents In Drawing-room or 'White 'Magic. ByW.H.CRBMER. MTith 300 Illustrations. Crown 
8to. cloth extra, jf. 6rf. ^ 

Seguin (L. Q.), Worlcs by. 

nia Ooontry of tha Paaalon Play (Obarammargan) and the Highlands of P^varia. With 

Map and vj lUustrations. Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6d. 
Walka In Al<lara. With Two Maps and 16 Ilhistrations. Crown 8»o. doth extra. 6s. 

S enior (Wm.).~By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth. 25. 6d, ' 

Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo. doth, 35. 6^ each. 

Undar Palaa Pratancaa. | Dr. Bndlcott'a Bxparlmant. 

S eymour (Cyrll).---The Magic of To-Morrow. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 
Shalcespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

Wift niMStrations. coloured and plain, by J. MOVR SMITH. Crown Ato. doth gilt, y. 6d. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WILLIAM J. Rolfe. 
Litt.D. A New Edition, with 42 Illustrations, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RE- 
PERRED TO. Crown Svo. cloth yilt. ^f. 6rf. t ' 

Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

Edited; Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Hbrnb SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown Svo, doth, y. td. each. 
Poatloal Werka, in Three Vols. : 

Vol, I. Introduction by the Editor ; Posthumous Fragmentsiof Margaret Nicholson ; Slielley's Corre- 
spondence with Stoclcdale: The Wandering Jew : Queen Mab. with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.. 
w II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; JuUan and Maddalo; SweUfoot tlie Tyrant; The Witch of 

Atlas ; Epfpsychidion ; HeUas. 
„ III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Yroaa Worka, in Two Vols. : 
Vol I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzl and St. Irvyne : the Dnblin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refu- 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
II. The Essays 5 Letters from Abroad ; TransUtions-and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHRLLEV. 
With a Biography of SheUey. and an Index of the Ptose Work s. 

Sharp (William),— Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6j. 
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Sherard (R. H.).— Rogttes; A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth, is, 6d. 
Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Worlcs, with Life and 

Anecdotes. Including Drama. Prose and Poetry. Translatious. Speeches. Jokes. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, 
Th« Rivals, The Sohool for Soandal, and other Plays Pnst 8vo. half-bound, as. 
■taarldan's Comedies: The Rivals and The Sohool for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biogrraphical Sketch, by Brandbr MATTHEWS. With 
Illustrations. Demy 8yo. buckram, gilt top, las. 6d. 

Siilel (M. P.)f -Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. ez^ch. 

The Pofple Cloud. | Unto the Thiyd Oeneyation. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Compiete Poetical Worlcs, including all 

those In* Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rer. A. B. GROSART, 
P. P. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth boards, y. 6d. each. 

Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larwood and JOHN Camdbk Hotten. With Coloured Frontis* 
pi ece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Sims (Qeorit^e R.), Works by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. each ; doth limp. ax. 6d. each. 
The Ring o' Bells. I My Two Wives. I Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Tinkletop's Crime. I Tales of To-day. Boenes from the Show. 
Zeph t A Circus Story. Ac. The Ten Commandments I Stories. 

Dramas of Xdfe. With 60 Illu strations. t 

Crown 8vo, picture corer, ts. each ; doth, xs. 6d. each. 
The Datfonet Reciter and Reader: Beiusr Readings and Recitations In Prose and Verse 

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SiMS. 
The Case of George Candl emas. I Dagone t Plttles. (From The Jte/iree.) 

Host the Poor lavet and Horrible Xiondon. With a Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 

Crown 8vo, leatherette, xs. [ Pagonet Dra mas of the Day. Crown 8vo, is. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each M>o8t ttvo, picture boards, as. each ; doth limp, as. 6d. each. 

■«ry Jane's Memoirs. | Mary Jane Married. | Rognes and Vagahonds. 

Pagonet Abroad. 



^.^ Crown 8ro. cloth, y. 6d. each. 

pBM Upon a Christmas Time, with 8 inustraticns by Charles Green, r.i. __ 
In IiOndOB*s Heart t A Story of To-day.— Also in picture cloth, flat back,3f | A Blind Marriage 
Without the liimelight t TheatricalLife as it is. I The Small-part lAdy. Ac. 
Biographs of Babylon t Ufe Pictures of London's Moving Scenes. 

Sinclair (Upton).— Prince Hagen ; A Phantasy. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s, 6d, 
Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonspalb. With Four 

Illustrations. Pemy 8vo, picture corer, jd. ; cloth, 6d. 

S ketchley (Artiiur).~A Match in the Park. Post 8vo, boards. 25 . 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown 8yo, doth extra, 6s. 6A . 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. doth jt. 6d, each ; post 8vo, picture boards, as. each. 
Beatrlee and Benediek. j XiongOdds. 
Without Xiove or Lloenoe. | The Mas ter of RathkeUy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, v. 6d. each. 

The Outsider | A Baoi ng Rnbber. 

The Plitnger. Post 8yo. picture boards, as. " 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

The Prinoe of ArgoUs. With 130 lUustraHons. Post 8vo. doth extra, y. 6tt. 

The Wooing of the Water WitOh. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

Snazeileparilla. Decanted by G. S. Epwarps. With Portrait of 

G. H. SNAZELLB, and <5 Illustrations by C. LYALL. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d, 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, is. 6i. 



Speight (T. W.), Novels by, 

Post 8vo, iUu 



The Mysteries of Heron Dyks. 
By Devious Ways. &c. 
Hoodwinked i_& Bandyoroft Mystery. 
The Golden Hoop, i Bac k to Iiife. 



ustrated boards, ar. each. 



The Xfoadwatsr Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romanes. 

Xoittance In Pall. 
L Husba nd from the 8ea* 



Post 8vo, cloth liinp, xs. 6d. each. 

A Barren Title. \ Wife or Mo Wife? 

Crown 8to. cloth extra, jx. 6d. each. 
A Beeret of the Bea. I The Grey Monk. | The Master of Trenanee. 
A Minion of the Moon s A Romance of the Kbig's Highway. I Her Ladyship. 
The Beeret of Wyvem Towers. I The Doom of Blva. I The Web of Pate. 
The Btrange Bxperienoes of Mr. Yerschoyle. I A s It was Written. 
Btepping Blindfold. Crown 8yo, doth, gilt top, ts, ' 

Spalding rr. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology; An £$say 

Off the Belief in ^e^«iste|ic0 of Peyih. Crown 8vo, dopi e^trs, sj. "^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 
h»li'T I u _- 



M CHATTO A WINDUS. PnMtohf J. f n St. BlUrtin't Um#, LoaJoa» W.C, 
Somerset 7 Lord Henry),— Songs of Adieu. Small 410, Jap. ▼ei.,6f. 
Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illastratloiis 

b y Wa lter J. mo rgan. Crown 4to. cloth mttn, 31. 6d. 

Sprigge (5. V Squire).— An Industrious Chevalier. Crown 8vo, 

_ cloth, gi lt top, tt. _____^____ 

Spettigue (H. H.).— The H eritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, ck>th, 6s. 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 

DoriB andJ._Crown 8vo. cl oth, y. 6rf. | Carlton Frtorg. Cnwn 8to. doth, gilt top, ftf. 

Starr y Hea vens (T he) ; Poetical Birthday Book. Roy. i6mo, cl.. 2s. 6d, 
Stag-Huntlnj;: with the 'Devon and Somerset:' Chase of the Wild 

Red Deer on Exinoor. By PHILIP EVERHD. With 70 Illustrations. Crown 4to. ctoth. t6r. net. 

St edman (E. C.).— Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, gs. 
Stephens (RIccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Story of_Rlc_n A R D Trrgen na. Bachelor of Medicine (Uoiv. Edinb.) Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6rf. 

Stephens (Robert Nellson).— Philip Wlnwood : A Sketch of the 

l>oinestic History of an Ameri on Capuin in the War of Independence. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6fl?. 

Stemdale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 

8v o. cloth , y. 6</. ; illu st rated boardt. aj. 

Stevenson (R. Lx)uis), Works by. 

Crown 8iro. buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 
TraTela with a IkMUcey. With a Frontispiece by WALTBR CRASB. 
An Inlanil Voyage. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cranb. 
Familiar Btudles of Man and Books. 
The Sllvarado Bquattan. With Frontispiece by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. I Underwoods 1 Poeuis. [ Mamorlas^Wld PostnJta. 

Ylrtfinibue Poarlsqne, and other Papers. | Balladl* ] Fnuet OttOb 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

Weir of Hermlston. | In the So uth 8«ai. 

Songs of Travel* Crown 8to, buckram. 5X. ^ 

Mew Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 6r.; post 9v9, iBsstnted boards, ar 

—Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. ' * 

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From New Arabian Nights.) Wtth 

Hiirht Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 
The Stevenson Reader: Selections irom the Writingfs of Robert LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 

by LLOYD OSBOURNE. Pest 8vo, cloth, as. td. : buckram, gilt top, y. 6rf. 
The Pocket R.L.S. : Favourit e Pa ss ages. Small i6mo, clot h. 2f. net; leather, 3X. net. 
Larce Type. Fine Paper EoiTiONsTPott 8vo. cl., gilt top, as. net each; leather, gflt edges, 3f.net esdi. 
Virginibus Puerisque, and other Papers. | New Arabian Nights. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. | 

R. Xi. Stevenson t A Study. By H.B. Baildon. With a Portra it s. Crown Sv o. bu ckram . 6j. 

Stockton (Frank R.).— The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 

36 Illustrations by V. H. Davisson and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown Sto. ctoth. y. 6d. : picture clotfi, af. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. Crown 8vo. cloth, ^i, 6d, 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. By James 

DB MILLH. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 19 Illusts. by GILBERT GaUL, y. 6d. ; post 8vo. boards, as. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

ENCR MARRY AT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the people of 

En glan d. Edited by William Hone. With 140 Illust ra tions. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Sundowner, Stories by. 

Told by the Tagrall. Cr. 8yo, cl.. y . 6rf. | TheTaleof the Btepent. Cr. 8vo, d.flat back, ax. 

Surtees (Robert).— Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's Hunt. 

With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 

Sutro (Alfred) .—The Foolish Virgins. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, is. 
Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir" 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown 8vo, clotli, y. 6rf. 
Gulllvep'B Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, as. 
Jonathan Siyift ; A Study. By J. Churton Collins. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, Bs. 

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

Laun. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, gof.— POPULAR ED I TION. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth , ty. 

Taylor (Bayard).— Diversions of the Echo Club. Post 8vo, cj,, zs. 
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Swinburne's (Alromon Charles) Works* 

■eleotlone from the Poetleal Wovke of 

A* C. Svlnbupne. Fcap. 8vo 6s. 
JUalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6c 
Ohastolavdt ATragredy. Crown 8vo,7X. 
Poems and Ballade. First sbribs. Cr.8T0.91; 
Fooms and Ballads. Second Sbk. Cr.8vo,9f. 
Pooms A Ballads. Third Series. Cr.8vo.7«. 
■ontfs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo. los. 6d, 
Both well! A Tragfe'Jy. Crown 8vo. lu. 6d. 
Bongs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo. (a. 
Oeofge Chavman. (See VoL II. of G. CHAP* 

MAirs Works.) Crown 8vo. 3*. &f. 
■seaye and Studies. Crown 8vo. isr. 
■reontheus l A Traf^edy. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
A. Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6t, 
A. Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, is. 
Bongs of the Springtides. Crown 8vo. 6j 



I 8vo, js. 

] . Crown 8vo, 8s. 

1 Crown 8vo, 9J. 
J ;.j Small 4to. Ss. 

2 . Crown 8vo, 7s. 
J edy. Crown 8vo, 6*. 
J >. Crown 8to, 6s. 
J xor. 
] Hm 8vo, 6s. 
I [, Crown 8vo. 7s. 
!l Crown 8vo, 6s. 
i . 7*. 
f oetry. Cr.8T0,9r. 
1 wn 8vo, 7X. 
] he liombarda: A 

i» *^o«w Mw»«».*«o VI jTwoiiiS. Cr. 8vQ. [Shortly, 



Taylor (Tom).— Historical Dramas: • Jeanne Darc/ • 'Twixt Axb 
AND Crown.' •Thb Fool's revenge," Arkwright's Vi^ipb,' 'Anns bolbyne,' 'Plot and 
Passion.* Crown 8vo. xs. each. 

Temple (Sir Richard, a.C.S.I.)-— A Bird's-eye View of Pictur- 

esque India. With 32 likistrations by the Author. Crown 8yo, c l oth, gilt top. 6s . 

Thackerayana 2 Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM Makepeace Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kraussb. 

With 340 Illustrations. Post 8to. cloth, is. 6d. 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 

The Biren'e Web i A Romance of London Society. Crown 8to, doth, 3s, <A 
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each, 

The Ylolin-Player. | In a Cathe dral City. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. each. 
The House on the Scan a Tale of South Etevon. | The Son of the House. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro* 

auction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo. half-bound, ax. 

Thoreau: His Life and Aims, By H. A. Page. With a Portrait 

and View. Post 8to buckram. 3s. 6d. 

Tompkins (H. W.).— Marsh-Country Rambles. With a Frontis- 

piece. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. [Sho rtly, 

Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 

The Iilfe and Correspondence of J. if. W. Turner. With Eight Illustrations in Colours and 

Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, doth, y, 6d, 
Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 8J. 

Tree ton (Ernest A.). —The Instigator. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. 
Twain's (Mark) Books. 

Anihor's Bdltion de Luxe of the Worke of Hark Tvaln, hi 99 Volumes (Umited to 600 

Numbered Copies), price xax. 6 d. net per Volume (Sold onl y hi Sets.) 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3^. 6d. each. I 

Btark Twain'e Idbranr of Humour, with 197 Illustrations by E. w. kemblb. 
Soughing It ; and The Innocents at Home. With aoo Illustrations by F. A. Frasbs. 
^e American Claimant, with 8x lUustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
*The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With zxx illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With a6 lUustrations by Dak Beard. 
Tom Sawyer, DeteettTe, &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author. 
Pndd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six lUlustrations by Louis Lobb. 
*A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. 
""le Innocents Abroad ; or. The New Pilgrim's Promss. With ssi Illustrations. fThe Two Shil* 

Ung Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.) 
- Jie Gilded Age. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner With sxs Illustrations. 
*The Prince and the Pauper. \Vith 190 Illustrations. 
*Life on the MississippL With 300 Illustrations. 

*The Adventures of fituckleberry Finn. With 174 lUustmtions by E. W. Kemblb. 
*A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With aao Illustrations by Dan Bharu 
*The Stolen White Blephant. . i *The A1.000.000 Bank^Note. 

A Double-barrelled Detective Story.- With 7 lUustrailors by Lucius Hitchcock. 
The Choioe Worke of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. | Christian Science. {Shortly. 

%• The books marlced • may be had also in post 8vo. p icture boards, at as. each. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6s, each. 
Personal ReeoUeetlone of Joan of Arc. With Twelve lUustrations by F. V. Du MONa 
More Trampa Abroad. _ ^, .. ^ ^ . 

The Man that Corrupted H adleyburg, and other Stori es and Sketches. With a Frontispiece. 
Mark Twain'e Sketehee. Pott 8vo. doth, ifilt top. u. net; leather, gilt edges, sr. net. 
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Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth. y.'6d. each. 

Clnks Mid Clnk Lite In Loadwii AnecdoCM oT Its Fmoous Coffe^^ioaaec. Hostelries, «m1 

TaT«nu. With 41 lDustnuion&. 
■ninteh ■M«a(rles mnd ■ao^atrieltlMt StoriM of DolmiQiH, Imposttma. Spord^ Scenes 

Ecc«»trtc Artist*. ThMtricalFotk, Jtc. Whh 48 l Uattrattons. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown Sro,cIoch«ktra,y.6<^«aca; poit 8to. illustnited boards, sf. each. 
Tb^ Waj- W« Uvtt How., ^ I Mr. So«rboroa«ta'« Family. 

Post 8ro. illustrated boards. «j. each. '' 

K»pt_lB__th>Jg>iijuj_Th» American ■•natog. | Tlia Ool dan Hon of Oranpaf. 

trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8»o. lUustrated boards, ax. each. 
Llko Ship* apoa tba Baa. 1 Mahal's Prof ras«. 1 Anne Paraasa. 



Troll ope (T. A.).-- Dlaniond Cut Dia mon d. Post 8vo. iilu st. bds..2i. 
Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

clo th estr a. y. M.j^ post 8yo . illustrated boards, aj. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 9vo, doth extra, sr. 64. each ; post 8vo. iUostrated boards, as. each. 
Bavtod IMamoada. | Tha Blaotehall Ohof. | what 8ha Oama Throodh- 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

Tha Brlda's Pasa. I Tha Hafuaaot FamUy. I Mohlaaaa OhUga* I Dtaappaavad. 
-._-_^ i-^_«_.. jBaaatjr and tha ] 



•alnt Mango's Cltr* I La dy BcU. | Baaaty and tha Baaat. 

Crown 8vo, doth, v. 6rf. each. 
Tha Maedonald Iiaaa. with Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmlohasrs Ooddi 
-..-^ . ^^_ Bapphl 

I Dradon. 



Tha Wltoh-Wifa. I Raohal Lanjcton. I Bapphira. I A Honeymoon's Bellpaa. 
■ Yoand r^—^ — 



GItoyaana Jaoqualiaa* Cro wn 8vo, picture duth. flat bac k. 2X. 

Cfown 8ro, doth, gilt top. 6x. each. 
Three Men of M arte. | In Clartsaa's Day. | BIr Dairld*« Ylaltcra. 

Upward (Allen).— The Queen A||:alnst Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y . 6d. ; pictur e d oth, flat back, t. ; post 8to. picture boards, ax. ^___ 

Vandam (Albert D.).— A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 

J. Ba rkar P Davis. Crown 8to. doth, y. 6d. 

Vashtl an d Esthen By 'Belle' of The World. Cr. 8vb. cloth. 35. 6d, 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by.«*^;^rown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. each. 

The Beorploni A Romance of Spain. With a Front^piece. | Tha I«ovar's Prograaa. 
With Sola la Bnglandt A Story of Exile. With 4 Portrai ts. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8v o. cloth. Kilt to p. 6x. 

Blaeheardt An Account of Contorre the Cursed and GiUes de Rah; with a SummanroC rarious 
Tales and Traditions. With 9 Illustrations. Dewy 8vo, doth, y. net. 



Wagner (Leopold).— How to Get on the Stage, and how to 

Buceeed t here* Crown 8to, doth, ns. id. 

Walford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1904). 

Cootaininr Notices of the Descent, Birth. Marriage, Education. &c., of more than ia.ooo Distingiushed 
Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Preemptive, the Oflices they hold or have hdd. tUeir Town 
and Country Addresses, Qubs. &c. Royal 8vo. dotn gilt, 50X. [/Vt S^a»^?y. 

Walier(5.E.).—Sebastlani's Secret. With 9 IHusts. Cr. 8vo,cl .;65. 
Walton and Cotton*s Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes 

by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS. Pott 8vo. cteth. gilt top, ar. net ; leather, gilt edges, y. net 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by Wiluam 

M. ROSSBTT I . With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand'naa<|* P'P^t »od buckram, dr. 

Warden (Florence), Novels by. 

Joan, the Onrata* Crown 8vo. doth, y. td, \ picture cloth, flat back, sx. 

A Fight to a Finish. Crown 8 vo. doth, y. 6rf. ■ 

Crown 8vo, doth, gilt t op, 6x. each. 
Tha Heart of a OlrL With 8 illustrations. I What onght she to do? IShortiy. 

Warman (Cy).---The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. td. 
W arner (Chas. Dudley) .—A Roundabout Journ e y. Cr. 8vo. cL . 6s7 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper n in. by 14 in. ax. 
Warrant to Bzaoate Mary Qaeen of Boots. A FacsfanOe, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa- 
ture and the Great Seal, ax. 

Wasserman n (Lllllas).— The Daffodils. Crown 8vo. cloth, u. 6d. ' 
Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ix. ; doth, fx. 6rf. 
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Web ber (Byron).— Sport and Spangles. Crown 8vo, clo th, 25. 
Wern er (A.).— Chapenga*s White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Westbury (Atha).— the Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo. clotli. y. 6d. 

Westall (William), Novels by. • 

Trust Mone J. Crown 8vo, cl oth, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, Olutrate d boards, ax. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 6*. each. 

As a Man lows* I Jls I«aok woald hava It. i Tha laerad Crasoants. 

Tha Old Banfc. 



A Woman Temptad Htnit 
For Hottoar and Ufe. 
Hav Two Millions. 
^Two Plnohes of Snaff. 
With ths Rsd Bagle. 
A Had Bridal. 



Crown 8vo, cloth y. 6d. each. 
Nlgsl Fortasoae. 
Bon Clootfh. i Bireta Dana. 
Ths Old Faotory (also at td.) 
Sons of Balial. 
Strange Grimaa. 
Her Ladyshlp*s Baarat. 



Tha Phantom Oltr* 
Ralph Norbraok's Trust. 
A Qaeor Baee. 
Red Ry vlntfton. 
Roy of Roy's Ooort. 



Whee lwright (E. Oray).~A Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo, 65. 
Whishaw (Fred.), Novels by. 

A Forhlddan Hama : A Story of the Court of Catherine the Great Crown 8to. cloth, y. 6A 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^t top, 6x. each. 
Masappa. | Hear the Tsar, near Death. I A Bpland l d Impostor. 

White (Oilbert).— Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo. 25. 
Wilde (Lady). — rhe Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 

Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Solenoa In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, js. 6d. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown Sro, cloth. *s. 6d. 
Th e Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6x. 

Williamso n (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post 8vo. bds ., 2s. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Basy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. \ His Dead Past. Crown 8to. cloth. 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Bvolntlon. With 359 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra js. 6d, 

Lelsora-Tlma Stndlea. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 6x. 

Stodiaa in Life and Sanaa. With 36 illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3;. &/. 

Common Aeoidents t How to Treat Tham. With illustrations. Crown 8vo, i^. ; cloth. %s.6d. 

Ollmpses of Matnre. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3X. M. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards^ 

s«. each ; doth limp, ax. 6d. each. _ 

Cavalry Life. | Regiment al Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. Cr. 8vo. doth, y. 6rf. ; picture cloth, fl at back, is. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo. boards, as. each. ~ 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard. I The Bnglishman of the Rne Cain. 

Woolley (Cella Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The^ 

ology. Post 8yo. cloth, ax. 6d. _^^— _^.^^^_^_^_^^___^^__^____ 

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. 

Caricature History of the Georges ; or. Annals of the Houw of Hanorer. Compiled from 

Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures. Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 

over 300 IDustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, rr. 6<f. 

History of Carieatore and of the Orotesqaa In Art. Literature, Scnlptnre, and 

% Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FairhOLT. F.S. A. Crown 8vo. doth, -js. 6d 

Wynman (Margaret).— My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

j.Bbrwarp Partridge. Post 8vo. c^oth limp, ar. ^^^ 

Zola's (Emile) Novels. Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, with 

Introductions, by ERNEST A. VlZETELLY. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. eadu 

The Fat and the Thin. | Honey. 
His Bxoelleney. 
The Dream. 
The Downfall. 
Doctor Pascal. 



His Masterpiece. 
The Joy of Life. ^ _ 

Germinal i Master and Man, 
The Honour of the Army. 



Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Conquest of Plassans. 
Tha Dram-Shop. 



Lonrdes. I Frultfnlness. 

Rome. I Work. 

Paris. I Truth. 



POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo. 6d. each. 

The Dram-Bhop. I The Dow nfall. 

With gola in England. By ERWEST a. V izetelly. with Four Portraits. Crown 8vo. doth, y . 6d. 

•ZZ' (L.Zangwlll).— A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.8vo,3s^ 
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Thb Piccadilly (3/6) Novels^-^w^ww**'. 
By PRANK BARRETT. ^ ^ 
Woman of fronBraceleta. I Under »BtrMige^l»M«. 
FotSSdforLW*. , 4»"S^f^Sl!,\'- 
me Harding Scandal. I Was She Justified % 
By • BE LLB.'—VashU and Esther. 
^ By ARNOLD BENNETT. 
Hie Gates of Wrath. ^,_ ^ , m^o 
By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 
■^ - — - By Delia's Arbear. 

Chaplain of the Sleet. 



By 

Eeady-UoneyMortiboy, 
Hy little Girl. _ 
Witb Harp and Grown. 
ThlsSonofVolcan. 
The Golden Bmtterfly. 
nie Kenhs of Thelema. 



The Seamy Bide. 

The Case of Mr. Lncraf t. 



Years' Tenant. 



In Trafalgar s Bay. 
The Ten Yean" 



By Sir WALTER BESANT 



Armorel of Lyonesse. 
8 JCathertne's by Tower 
▼erbena Camellia, ftc* 
The iTory Gate. 
The Sebel Queen. 
Dreams of ATarice. 
In Deacon's Orders. 



AH Sorts d( Conditions. 
Ihe dMtaSns' Room. 
AU in a Garden Fair. 
Ztorotlur Forster. 
tTncleJaeh. | HotyBoee 
World Went Well Then. 
Children of QKbeon. 
HerrFaolus., 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Revolt of Man. 
ThoBellof 8t.Pa«i;s. 

The Charm. 

By A1VIBR05B BIERCE-InMldstof Life. 

By HAROLD BlNDLOSS.AinsUe'sJn-Ju. 
By M. McD. BODKIN. 

SoraMyrL | ShlUelagh and Shamrock. 

By PAUL BOURQET.— A Living Lie. 

By J. D. BRAY5HAW.— BJnxnSilhoaettas. 

By H. A. BRYDEN.-An Exiled Scot. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



ae Master Craftsman, 
e City of Refoge. 
A Foontain Sealed. 
The Changeling. _ 
The Fonrui Generation 



Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Mature. 
God and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
X«veMe for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
TozgloTe Manor. 
The Charlatan. 



The Hew Abelard. 
Matt. I Rachel Deno 
Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Unne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Red and White Heather. 
Lady KUpatrick. 
Anturomeda. 



By OELETT BURQESS and WILL 

IRWIN.— The Ptoaroont. 
R. W. CHAMBERS..The King inTeUow. 
By J. M.CH APPLE. —The Minor Chord. 

By HALL CAINE. 
Shadow of a Crime. | Deemster. | Son of Hagar. 
By AUSTIN CLARE.— By RUe or River. 

By Mr«. ARCHER CLIVE- 

Paul FerrolL I Why Paul FerroU Killed hisWife. 

By ANNE COATES.— Ries Diary. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Red Sultan. J The Burden of IsabeL 

By WILKIB COLLINS. 
Armadale.] AfterDark. — - — 
Ho Name. I Antonlna 
Basil. I Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Qaeen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Haunted HoUl. 
The Moonstone. 
Kan and Wife. 
Foot Miss Finch. 
Kiss or Mrs.? 



The New Magdalen. 
The Frosen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
' I Say No.' 
Littie Novels. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jeeebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
A Rogue's Ufe. 
Id I.ova 



Blind Love. 



By MORT. * FRANCES COLLINS. 

Blacksmith d Scholar. | Teu Play me False. 
The yUlage Corned- | Midnight to Midnight. 
M. J* COLQUHOUN.-Bverylnoh Soldier. 

By HERBERT COMPTON. 
The Intniltable Mrs. Masaini^m. 

By B. H. COOPER.— OeolTory Hamilton. 
By V. C. COTES.— Two Girls on a Barge. 

By C. E. CRADDOCK. 
Wie Prophet of the Groat Smoky Mountaini. 
911 VanldMd Star. 



By H. N. CRELLIN 

Romances ofthe Old 8sr»gl»«- .. 
By MATT CRIM- 
The Adventures of a Fair RebeL 

By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 

Tales of Our Coast. ^^^,,„^. 
By B. M. CROKER. 

Diana Harrington. 
Proper Pride. 
A Family Likeness. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
A Bird of Passage. 
Mr. Jervis. 
Village Tales. . , 
Some One Else. | Jason. 
Infatuation. 



The Real Lady Hilda. 
Married or Single 7 
Two Masters. 
In theKlngdom of Kerry 
Xntorfei'enGe. 
A Third Person. 
Beyinid the Pale. 
Miss Balmaine's Past. 
I Terence. 



By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist ; or. Port Salvation. 

H. C. DAVIDSON.-Mr. Sadler's Daughten. 

By JAS. DE MILLE. 
AStranseMannscript Found in a Copper Cylinder. 

By HARRY DE WINDT. 
Tree Tales of Travel •»* Adventwe. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
Man firom Manchester. I Tales of Terror. 
Records of Vincent TrlU Chronicles of Michael 
The Mystiffy of i Danevltdu IDetective. 

Jamaica Terrace. | Tyler Tatlock. Private 
Deacon Brodie, 
By RICHARD DOWLINQ. 
Old Coroorans Money. _^,,. „ 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Finn of Girdlestone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
A Daughter of Today. I Vernon's Aunt. 
By ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie LovelL I A Plaster Saint. 

By a. S. EDWARDS.— SnaaeUepanila. 

By a. MANVILLE FENN 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
The New MUtress. 
Witness to the Deed. 



The Tiger Lily. 
The White Virgin. 
Black Blood. 
Double Cunning. 



A Fluttered Doveoote. 
King of the Castle 
Master of Ceremonies. 
The Man with a Shadow 
One Maid's Mischief. 
Story of Antony Grace. 
This Man's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. [n<ng 
A Woman Worth Win- 



By PERCY FITZQERALD. -Fatal Zero 

By Hon. Mrs. W. FORBES.— Dumb. 

By R. B. FRANCILLON* 

One by One. I Ropes of Sand. 

A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle's Daughter. 

A Real Queen. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Beth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton GirL 
By PAUL QAULOT.— The Red Shirts. 
By CHARLES QIBBON. 
Bobin Gray. I The Golden Shaft. 

Loving a Inream. The Braes of Tarrow. 

Of High Degree I Queen of the Meadow. 

The Flower of the Forest. 
By E. QLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. I The Golden Rock. 

Pair Colonist I Fossicker I Tales from the Veld. 

By E. J. QOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayoe. 

By Rev. S. BARING QOULD. 
Red Spider. I Eve. 

By ALFRED A. GRACE. 
Tales of a Dying Race. 
CECIL ORIFFITH.-Oorinthla Maraiiori. 

By A. CLAVERINQ QUNTER. 
A Florida Enchantment. 

By BRET HARTE. 



A Waif of the Plains. 
A Ward of the Golden 
Gate. [Springs. 

A Sappho of Green 
Col. Starbottle's CUent. 
Susy. I Sally Dows. 
Bell-Ringer of Angel's. 
TfttosofTtail and Town 
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By OWEN HALL. 
Tk« Track of a Stora. I JmUjub. 

By C05MO HAMILTON 

poTlmpoMlbl^. I Throuch » KtyhoU. 



By THOMAS HARDY 
Vatfar tke QrtcDWuod Tr««. __ 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Oarth. I D«rt. i Boatrlx RM.aoJ|.h. 

Elhcc Qatntln. David PoindexUr'sIN» 

S#bajU.\n Strome. app«aranc-. 

fortana » Fool. ' 8p«ctr« of Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS.— iTand* Biroa. 
By I. HENDERSON. -AaaUka raff*. 
By a. A. HENTY. 
Dorothy'! Doabt*. i The Qu«en'i Oop. 

R^Jttb, tha Juggler. 

HBADON HI LI Zambr* tut DeUctlT^ 

By JOHN HILL.— Th« Common Ajicestor. 

By TIOHE HOPKINS. 
Twist Lot* aad Dntjr. | Hoganta of Oarriooana. 
The Incomplet* ▲dTvatnxor. I N«U Uafltndan. 

VICTOR HUGO Tha OntUw of Icoiand. 

By FERGUS HUME. 

Lady from Howharo. J Th« Milllonalr. Mysttry 

By Mrs. HUNaERFORt). 



rnsatUfactorT Lover. 
In Doranc* Vu«. 
A Modern Olrce. 
Lady Patty. 
A Mental litnifftrl*. 
Lady Verner'i Flight. 
The Red HouM Myitery 
The Three Oracee. 



Prof«uor ■ Experiment 
A Point of Conscience. 
A Maiden all Forlorn. 
The Coming of Chloe. 
Nora Crelna. 
An Anxiont MomeBt 
April s Lady. 
Peter ■ Wife. 
Lovlce. 



By Mrg. ALFRED HUNT. 

The Leaden Caiket. I Self Condemned. 
That Other Person. I Mrs. Juliet. 
By R. ASHE KING—APrawnaama. 
By GEORGE LAMBERT. ' 
The FreBloent of Boravia. 

By EDMOND LEPBLLBTIBR. 
Madame BanaO^ne. 
By ADAM LILBURN. ATrafea>lnMarble 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
Ehoda Robert!. J The Jacobite. 

By HENRY W. LUCY.-oideoaneyce. 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 

*--" The Atonement of Leam 

Dundas. 
The Onn Too Many. 
Dulcie Everton. 
P.ebel of the Family. 
An Octave of Fneoda. 



Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord T 
'My Love I' | loaa. 
Paston Oarew. 
Bowing the Wind. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The World Well Lost. > 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 



Donna Quixote. 

Maid of Athens. 

The Comet of a Beaton. 

The Dictator. 

Red Diamonds. 

The Riddle Plug. 

The Three Disgrace!. 



A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Oftmiola I Mononia. 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 

BCisi Misanthrope. „_ 

By JU5TIN H. MCCARTHY. 
A London Legend. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Heather aad Bnow. I Phantastes. 
W. H. MALLOCK.-The New RepubUc. 
sP.dtV. MARGUERITTE.-The Disaster. 
By L. T. MEADE 



On Brink of a Ohaim. 
The Biren. 

The Way of a Woman. 
A Bon of I>'hmael. 
The Bine Diamond. 



Joldler of Fortune. 
Inl^ Iron Grip. 
Dr.S«nuiey'sPatiant. 
The Voice of theOharmer 
An AdTa^tnres!. _ _, 

A Stumble by the Way 
By LEONARD MERRICK. 
Thi! Stage o< Fooli. | Cynthia. 

By ElitMUND MITCHELL 
The Lone Star il»ush. 



By BERTRAM MITPORD. 

The Onn Runaar. I The Kinf ^asagat 

LnchofOerardRldralay. I Kanah. Faantnc'aQaaat. 
Tha Trlamph of HUarr Blaehlan^ 
By Mrs. MOLESWORTH* 
Bathercourt Ractorr. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Maid Marian aadBobin Hood. I Goldca ZdoL 
Basile the Jester. I Tounff Lochlnvmr. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Goals of Fire. 

Old Blazer s Hero. 

Val 8tran<ie. | Heart!. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular. 

Cvnlc Fortune. 

The Way of the World. 



BobMartin's LitUa Oil 
Time's Ravengea. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direit PeriL 
Mount Da^MLir. 
A Capful o Naila. 
Tales in Prose dc Yt— 
A Race fbr MilUoaa. 
Thi! UtUa World. 
His Own dheat. 
Church ot Humanly. 



By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

The Bishops' Bible. I Panl Janea'a AUjm. 
One Traveller Returns. I . 

By HUME NISBET.-'BnfllFp r 
By W. E. NORRIS. 

Saint Ann'!. I Billy Bellev. 

Mis! Wentworth's Idea. 
By O. OHNET. 
A Weird filft. | Love'! Deptlm. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.-Tha " 
By OUIDA. 
Held in Bondage. In a WinterCt^. 

Strathmore. | Chandoa. - ■ * "* 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. I Gage. 

Cecil Oaitlemaine'! 
Trlcotrin. | Puck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
PaHcareL | Bigaa. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 



Frlendahip. 

Motha. I 

PiplstraUo. | Ajriadae. 
A viUage Oommwae. 

I 



Inl 

Syrlin. I QKilMaroy 
Santa Barbara. 
Two Oflandera. 



The Waters of Edera. 
By MARGARET A. PAUL. - 

fitantla and Simple. 

By JAMBS PAYN. 

Lost Jlr Masibigberd. Vie TaUcof tha Town. 



Holiday Taaka. 
For Oaih Only. 
The Burnt miUon. 
The Word and tha WiU 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Patient. 
A Modem Dich Whit 
tlngtan. 



The Family Scapegrace 
A County Family. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Orapo from a Thorn. 
In Peril and Privation. 
Mystery of Mirbridge. 
High Spirits. |By Proxy. 
By WILL PAYNB.-JerrythaDraamar. 
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mn. Tregaskiaa. 
Christina Chard. I Nnlma. | Madamalsaa 

• Aa a Watch in the Ni|^.' 
By E. C. PRICE. -Valentiiia. 
By RICHARD PRYCB. 
Mill Maxwell's Affections. 

By CHARLES RBADE. 
Peg Wofflngton ; and Griffith Gaunt. 
Christie Johnstone. Love Little. Lore Lonff. 



Hard Cash. 

Cloister d the Hearth. 

Never Too Late to Mend 

The Course of True 
Love ; and Single* 
heart A Doubleface. 

Autobiogranhy of a 
Thief: J^k of aU 



The Double Manlasa. 
Foul Play. 

Put T'rself in Hta Place 
A Ternbie Temptation. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hatar. 
The Jilt. & otherStorin : 
&GoodStoriesof Man. 
A Perilous Secret. 
Seadiana: and Bible 
Characters. 



Trade! ; A Hero and 
a Martjnr; and The 
Wandering Heir. 

By PRANK RICHARDSON. 
The Man who Lost Bis Past. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Weird Stories. A Rich Mani Daughtw. 
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Thb Piccadilly (^/6) NovsLs->c(m^iffii«<f. 
Bv AMBLIE RIVES. 
,Dw&g. |lC«ri«L 

By P. W. ROBINSON. 
Tk« HmuIs of JMtice. | WobwbIb tht ] 
By Al^BERT ROSS.. 
J. RUNCIMAN.-gkii 



-Skippon 
By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

£ovad the Oalley-Firt. i My Bhipnuite LohIm. 

loath. 
T 

»hock.* 
IP. 

Ten. 



Fat*. 

e Bine. 

Family. 

By ADELINE SBRQBANT. 
Dr. Badfeotte Bzperlaient. 
Under False Pretoncea. 
By M. P. 5HIEL.-Tbe Panto Olottd. 

By OEORQE R. 5IM5. 
Dagonet Abroad. I In London'! Heart 

Once Upon a Ohriotaao Mary Jane's Momolro. 
Time. Mary Jane Married. 

The BmaUopart Lady. 



WithonttheUBollght. 
Sognot and Vocaboads. 



A Blind] 



BlMmha of Babylon. 
N SINCLAIR.-Priaee 



'riaco. 



By UPTON 

By HAWLEY SMART. 

Withont Lore or Ueenee. I The Ontiider. 

The Master of Bafhkolly. | Beatrice * Benedtofc. 



ByJ.JVlOYR 



» Prince of 



A Secret of i 



A Xadbag Rubbers 
SMITH. 
Arfolls. 
SPEIGHT. 



A Minion of the Moon. 

, BeeretWyrem Towers. 

of Trenanoe The Doom of BlTa. 

The Web of FaU. ! As it was Written. 

The Strange Experiences of Mr. Verschoylo. 



The Grey M 
The Master 



Her Ladyship. 
By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 



A Fellow of Trinity. 
The Jvntor Dean. 
MasterofSt-Benedlct's. 
To his Own Master. 
Oallaatry Bower. 
In Face of the World. 
Orchard Damerel. 



The Tremlett Diamonds. 
The Wooinffof May 
A Tracie Honeymooa. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Fortnne's tete. 



MaryUhi 



Maggie 



Mn. Onabar's Secret. 

By JOHN STAFPORD.-DorlsandL 

By R. 3TEPHBNS.-TheOniciformMarfc. 

By R. NEIL50N STEPHENS. 
Philip winwood. 

R. A. STBRNDALE.— Tho Afkhaa Knife. 
R. L. 5TEVEN50N.— The Boicldo Clnb. 

By PRANK STOCKTON. 
The Tonnit Vaster of Hyson BalL 
By SUNDOWNER. Told by the TkflraU. 
By ANNIE THOMAS. -The Sirens Web. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
TheVloUnPlayer. | in a Cathedral City. 



By PRANCES E. TROLLOPE 

Like Ships npon Sea. I Mabel's Progress. 
Anne Furness. I 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live Mow. | Scarboroof h's Famil/. 
«_-_ «_ .. jj^^ Land-Leaguer*. 



Fran Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
By IV. 



_ . AN TURQBNIEPP, &«. 

Stories tnm Foreign NoTaUsts. 

By MARK TWAIN. 



Choice Works. 
Library of Homonr. 
The Innocents Abroad. 
Roughing It; and The 

Innocents at Home. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
ThoAmerican Claimant. 
AdventnresTomSawyer 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 
Tom Sawyer. Detective 



Pudd'tthead Wilsoli. 
The OUded Age. 
Prince and the Paupe#. 
Ufe on the Misaiisippl. 
The Adventures of 

Huckleberry Finn. 
A Yankee at the Cdnrt 

of King Arthur. 
Stolen White Slephant 
£1.000.000 Bank-note. 
A Obuble-barretled Detectire Story. 

C. C. P. -TYTLER.— Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

WhatShe OameThrough , Mrs. Oarmichael's Ood- 

Buried Diamonds. | dessea. 

The Blackball Ohosta I Rachel Langton. 

The Macdonald Laaa. A Honeymoon'a Eclipae. 

Witch- Wife. I Sapphira ' A Yoang Dragon. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen agaiaat Owen. 

By ALBERT D. VANDAM. 
A Court Trageoy. 

By E. A. VI2ETELLY. 
The Scorpion. | Tbe Lover's Progren. 

By PLORBNCE WARDEN. 

Joan, the CuraU. • | A Fight to a Finish. 

By CY WARMAN.-BxpreaaMeaaenger. 

By A. WERNER. 
Chapenga's White Man. 

_ By WILLIAM WESTALL. 



For Honour and Life. 
A Woman Tempted Him 
Hor Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snufl. 
Nigel FOrtoacue. 
Birch Dene. 
The Phantom Qtj. 
AOB«er Race. 
Ben dough. 



The Old Factory. 
Red Ryrington. 
Ralph Horbreok'sTrust 
Tmst-Bonev. 
Sons of Belial. 
Roy of Roy's Court. 
With the Red Eagto. 
A Red Bridal. ^^ 
Strange Crimes. 



Her Ladyship's Secret. 
By ATHA WESTBURY. 
The Shadow of Hilton Fembrook. 

By PREDWHISHAW. 
A Forbidden Hame. 
By C. J. WILLS.— An Easy going FeUow. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
Cavalry Life ; and Regimental Legends. 

By E. ZOLA. 
The Joy of Life. | His MasUrploce. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Abbe Mouret's Transvression. 
The Conquest of Plassans. I GerminaL 
The Honour of the Army. 
The Downfall. I His SzceUeney. 

The Dream. I Money. 1 The Dram-Shop. 
Dr. PaaeaL I Lourdes. Rome. I Paris. | Work. 
The Fat and the Thin | Prultfulaess. | Truth. 
By ' ZZ. '—A nineteenth Century Miracle. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated bdards, v. each. 
Bj^j^RTEMUS WARD. ^ By^aRANTJU.LEN, 



Artemns Ward Complete. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

Maid. Wife, or Widow T I A Life Interest 
Blind Fate. Mona's Choice. 

Valerie's Fate. | By Woman's Wit. 

Bv E. LESTER ARNOLD. 

Phra the Fhonlcian. 



Philistia. I Babylon. 
Strange Stories. 
For l&mie's Sake. 
In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
The Deril't Die. 
The Tente of Shorn 
The Great Taboo. 



. Daughter. 

Powysland. 

Blood RoyaL fpieco. 
Ivan Greet's Master. 
The Scallsrwag. 
Tail Mortal CoiL 
At Market Valne. 
Under Sealed Orders. 
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Two-Shillino Uovmhs—contimud, 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 

F«tUr*d for Llf«. " " " " 

LltUa Ludy Liatoa. 
B«tw««n Lift * Death. 
81n of Olqra ZauottUch. 
Polly Morrlioo. 
Ltaat. BRmibaa. 
Hoofttt D*vie. 
▲ Prodi^a,! • Trognn. 
By Sir W. BGSANT and J 



Found GoiltT. 
A BoeolUxMr v««ffMaot. 
For LoTa andKoaovr. 
John Ford, Sec 
Wooian or XronBrao«1a 
The Hardiat ScaadaL 
A MiMiag Wlt&Ma. 



By s 

ady I 



Br OoUa'i Arbonr. 
Ohaplala of tlia FlMt 



Tho SeaiBT 

The Case of Mr. L«erafl. 
In TrafaUara Bay. 
Tho Ton Taan' TMaat. 



Beady Money Ifortlboy 
My Utile Olrl. 
With Harp and Orowa. 
ThU Son of Vvleaa. 
The Golden Batterfly. 
Tba ICenha ol Thelema. 

By Sir WALTER BBSANT, 
All Borta and Condi- " ~ " 

iloas of Men. 
The Oaptaine' Boom. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Fortter. 
tlncle Jach. 
The World Went Very 

Well Then. 
Children of Glbeoa. 
Hen* Paulas. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call ner Mine. 
The Master Craftsman. 



RICB. 



TheBellof 8t.Fa«l'a. 
The Holy Boeo. 
Armorel of LyonesM. 
B.Kafcherlne's by Tower 
Verbena Camellia 8t*- 

phanotla. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Bebel Queen. 
Bevond the Droamt of 

ATarice. 
TheBevoltof Mas. 
In Deacon's Orders. 
The City of Befuge. 



By AMBROSE BIBRCE. 

IB tiM Midst of Life. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

lies. I Ohroniolea of Mo-iaaa'i 



C!amp Vo\ 
Bayace Life. 

BY BRET HARTB. 



A /hyllis o^ thejilemu. 



Califomian Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
Luck of Roaring Camp. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



MaruJa. 



A Waif of the Plains. 
Ward of Golden Gato. 



Shadow of the Sword. 
A OhUd of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the 
Annan Water. 



The Martyrdom of Ma* 

deline. 
The Mew Abelard. 
The Heir of Unne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Rachel Dene. I Matt. 
Lady Kilpatriek. 



By BUCHANAN and MURRAY. 

The Charlatan. 

By HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. I The Deemstor. 
A Son of Hagar. | 

By Commander CAMERON. 

The Cruise of the ' Black Prince.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 
The Adventures of Jones. 

By AUSTIN CLARB. 
For the Love of a Lass. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CHYE. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. | The Red Sultan. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 

My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in Whito. 



Armadale. T AfterDark. 

Mo Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

Queen of Hearts, 

Miss or Mrs.? 

The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady 

The Two l>estinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

A Rogue's Lifo. 



The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
' I Say No I • 
The Evil Oeniua. 
Little NoveU. 
Legacy of Caia. 
Blind LoTO. 



By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

Tho Bar Uairtor. 

By MORT. A PRANCES COLI.INS 



Sweet Anno Pago. 
Tranandgration. 
From Midnight to MU- 

night. 
A F^t vtth FOrtvio. 



Swoet and Twen^. 
Tho ymago Ooaadr. 
Tom Play me Falae. 
Biaeksmi«haa4 Bcbolar 
Frances. 



By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 

S-veryZnehaSoldiar. 

_ By C. BQBBRT CRADDOCK. 

Tho Propkot of tho Groat BmokyMontataa. 

By MATT CRIM. 
Tho AdToataros of a Fair SebeL 
By H. N. CRELLIN.-Talosof fhoOaUph. 
By B. M. CROKBR. 

ProttyMissMovUle. 

Diaaa BarrlttftoL. 
•To Lot.' 

ABirdof Famco. «^ 

Fropor Frido. Tho Boal Lady Hilda. 

A FamflT Ukoaon. Marrlod or Siag^o T 
A Third ForvMi. latorfOro&co. 

By ALPHONSR DAUDET, 
Tho STangoUst ; or. Port SalvatiOB. 

By JAMBS DB MILLB. 



y Utago Tales and Jaaclo 

ScMOdlOB. 

voMaatora. 



A Bttaag Manucript. 
By DICK I 
Tho Maa-Hwitor. 
Tracked aad Takoa. 
Caught at Laot I 
Wanted t 
Who Folioaod Hotly 



DONOVAN, 
la tko Grip of tho Law. 
From Informatloa Be- 

eotvod. 
Tracked to Dooas. 
LinklnrUi^ 

Bospl^n AzwMod. 

Kaa from Maaduitor. BkUUoo Road. 
ADotectiye's Triumphs 
Tho Mystery of Jamaica Tonaco. 
Tho Chroaicloa of Michaol Oaaovitdu 

By Mrs. ANNIE BDWARDES. 
A Folat of Hoaov. I Archio LovelL 
By EDWARD BOGLESTON. 

****'* By Q. MANVILLB FENN. 

The Vow Mistress. I ThongerLUy. 

Witaoa to tho Oood. | Tho ^^te Vlrgia. 

By PERCY PITZQERALD. 
BoUa Donaa. I Second Mrs. Tliiotson. 

MoTor Focgottoa. BoTenty - five Brooko 

PoUy. Strootw 

Fatal Zero. | The Lady of Braatom* 

By P. PITZQBRALD and others. 
Btnage Bocroto. 

By R. E. PRANCILLON. 
Olympia. King or Xaavof 

One by One. Romances of the Law. 

A Real Queon. Ropes of Saad. 

Queen Cophotaa. A Dog and his Shadow 

By HAROLD PREDBRIC, 
Both'i Brother's Wif^ I Tho Lawtoa Girl. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLB PRERE. 
Faadnrang HarL 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 
$obia Gray. la Honour Bound. 

Flower of the Forest 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
Tho Golden Sliaft. 
Of High Degree. 

?y Mead and Stream, 
oylag a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Deiight. 
Blood-Money. 



fobia Gray. 
ancT Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What wiU World Bay ? 
In LoTo and War. 
For the Xing. 
In Pastures Chrooa. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
A Heart's Problem. 
Tho Dead Heart. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
James Duke. 

By ERNEST GLANVILLB 
Tho Lost Heiress. I The Fossicker. 

A Fair Colonist. | 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD 
BodBpidor. I Sve. 
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Two-Shilling Novels— fo»i<f«Kf<i. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY, 
Zytrj-dxy Flkpars. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under tli« Greenwood Tree. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Loye— or a Name. 
DavidPoindexter* IMi- 

appearanoe. 
The Spectre of the 

Camera. 



Gartli. 

Ellloe Qnentin. 

Fortane'i Tool. 

Wm Oadogna. 

Duet. 

Beatrix Kaadolph. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Blron. 

By a. A. HENTY. 

Bnjnb the Juggler. 

By HBADON HILL. 
Zambra the Detective. 

By JOHN HILL» 
Treaion Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. QEORQB HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

By Mrs. HUNGERPORD. 



A ISaiden all Forlorn. 

In Durance Vile. 

Marvel. 

A Mental Straggle. 

A Modern Circe. 

April's Ladr. 

Peter's Wife. 



Lady Verner's FUght. 



Jy Verac 

The Aed-Honse Mystery 
The Three Graces. 
Unsatisfactory Lover. 
Lady Patty. 
NoraOrelaa. 
Professor's Sxperiment. 
By Mrs. ALFRED HUMT. 
That Other Person. I The Leaden Casket. 
8elf-Condennked. | 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. ^ 

By R. A5HE KINO. 
A Drawn Game. I Passion's Slav*. 

< The Wearing of tho Bell Barry. 
Green.' | 

By EDMOND LBPELLETIER 

Madame Sans-Gene. 

By JOHN LEYS. 

The Lindsajrs. 

By E, LYNN, LINTON. 



Patricia KembaU. 

The World WeU Lost. 

Under which Lord? 

Paston Carew, 

•My Lover 

lone. 

With a Silken Thread. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 



The Atonement of Learn 

Dnndas. 
Xebel of the Family, 
Sowing the Wind. 
The One Too Many. 
Dulde Svwton. 



Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Bochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 



Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comet of a Season. 
The Dictator. 
Bed Diamonds. 
The Biddle Blag. 



Oamiola 

By HUGH MACCOLL. 
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By QEORQE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. 

Bv AONBS MACDONELL. 
Quaker cousins; 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Bepublic. 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS 
A Secret o( the &ea. 

By L. T. MBADB. 
A Soldier of Fortune. 



By LEONARD MERRICK. 

The Man who was Good. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 

Hatherconrt Beetory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK 

Stories Weird and Won-y | From the Bosom of tho 

derfuL I Deep. 

The Dead Man's Beeret. I 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Model Father. — 



A Bitof Human Nature. 
First Person Sinnilar. 
Bob liartln's UttleGirl. 



Time's Bevenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peril. 
Mount D^pair. 
A Oftpftal 0' Vails 



Joseph's Coat. 

Coaliof Fire. 

Val Strang*. I Hearts. 

Old Blazers Hero. 

The Way of the World 

Cynic Fortune. 

A Life's Atonement. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One Traveller Betums. I Tho Bishops' BiUo. 
Paul Jones's AUas. | 

By HUME NISBET. 
Ball Up r I Dr.BemardSt.Vine«it. 

By W. Ei NORRI5. 
Saint Ana's. i Billy BeUew. 

By OEOROES OHNBT. 
Dr. Bameau. 1 A Weird Gift. 

A Last Love. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 



Whlteladies. 

The Primrose Path. ._. 

By OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. ~ ' 

Strathmore. 



Idalia. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Oastlemaine'aOage 

Triootrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Ferine. 

ADogofFlaaderi* 

Pascarel. 

Sii 



The Greatest Heiress la 



Two Ut. Wooden Shoos 
Moths. 
Bimbi. 
PiplstreUo. 
A Village C 
Wanda 
Othmar 
Frescoes. 
IhMaremma. 
Ouilderoy. 
Buffino. 
Syrlin. 

Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 
Onlda-s Wisdom. Wit. 
and Pathos. 



Signa. 

Princess Napraxiae. 

InaWinterC»ty. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 
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